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Sanjukta is a Mumbai-based well-known Eminent Artist, a 
painter, a dreamer, who cannot but yearns to create 
something new every moment of her life! 


She is an MBA in Sales and Marketing with a Diploma in 
International Business. 


She took to her true inner calling for Art after a short 
promising stint in the Corporate sector. 


Blessed with a keen sense of aesthetic dexterity in various 
skills and absolute command over the medium she uses, 
she has been able to carve a niche for herself in the present 
Contemporary Art scenario. 


Sanjukta is a self-taught artist, who has been painting over 
twenty-seven years. Her magical fingers have been creating 
magnificent paintings, abstracts, portraits and landscapes, 
to name a few. Her forte being colours, is her strength, she 
handles with absolute confidence. She relies more on her 
inner thoughts and instincts to portray her feelings. 


Sanjukta has developed her aesthetic abilities solely on her 
own prowess. Art is her passion and is akin to worship, 
prayer and meditation. 


Sanjukta uses art as a medium of expressing her journey of 
life, emotions, conflicts, her thoughts, wonderings and her 
dream that are transformed in her heart and mind and 
expressed on her canvas. This streak is evident in her bold, 
clear strokes and choice of colours. Her paintings are 
vibrant and speak volumes of her undying energy and 
vivaciousness. 


She is drawn to nature, especially and creates these on her 
canvas. She is greatly inspired by the great Master Monet. 


Sanjukta’s quest to do more and more have helped her 
experiment with different mediums. She feels the 
possibilities are endless and only grows bigger and bigger 
as time goes by. 


Her MBA training helps her to present herself and her 
works to the audience more positively. She has held over 
50 shows both in India and overseas and 16 solo 
exhibitions. This is her 2nd Virtual Solo Exhibition. 


Her presentations in numerous Group and Solo shows, 
have been well appreciated and lauded by Art lovers, 
collectors, connoisseurs, and audience, alike. Her paintings 
are a collection of private and corporate buyers. 


This has motivated her to create more and more amazing 
artworks for her future exhibitions, which will reveal her 
unusual visual language of artistic expression through apt 
use of colours, textures and mediums. 


Sanjukta Arun is also actively involved with Cancer 
foundations and works towards assisting Cancer survivors 
and children with special needs. She has raised funds for 
these through sale of her paintings and auctions of her 
paintings. 


She is a Rotarian and also a Charter Director, Vocational 
services, with the Rotary Club of Mumbai Kalakar, the only 
theme-based Rotary club of India and second in the world. 


Sanjukta is equally passionate about music and singing and 
is a trained ghazal singer. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2020 
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REVIEW BY GLORY SASIKALA 


| hold in my hand Vineetha Mekkoth’s book, ‘Ashtavakra 
And Other Poems’ published by Authorspress. 


The Preface is written by Dr. AV Koshy, which is befitting 
because this is followed by the foreword by Vineetha, in 
which she mentions how much she is beholden to Dr. Koshy 
and his group, The _ Significant League, for being 
instrumental in encouraging and promoting her creative 
attempts. The seeds to go far in life and to have the 
courage to pick up the pen and write boldly, however, were 
sown much earlier by her farsighted and wise parents as is 
also mentioned in the foreword. This book is dedicated to 
them. In a world where so much can go wrong, it is always 
delightful to meet understanding parents who support their 
daughter’s ventures unconditionally. 


But | am curious. The book is titled ‘Ashtavakra And Other 
Poems’. So, who or what is “‘Astavakra’? 


Since it says “and other poems” | understand there is a 
poem by that name, and | go in search of that in the 
contents. The poem is somewhere in the middle of the 
book, and thankfully, there are complete explanations 
given in the footnotes. 


Ashtavakra refers to a person in Hindu mythology who was 
cursed by his father even as he was in his mother’s womb. 
He was born deformed. He grew up to be a scholar. He is an 
innocent victim of man’s arrogance as well as a symbol of 
learning, filial love, patience and forgiveness. 


Broken, twisted 

skin stretched over 
my ribcage. 
Deformed. 

The Endosulfan baby. 


The note clarifies that Endosulfan is pesticide that was used 
extensively in the cashew plantations of Northern Kerala, 
India. It is banned now. 


There is also an additional footnote regarding this poem 
that it was originally published in the anthology ‘Words On 
The Winds Of Change’ published by Brian Wrixon in 2012. 
In April 2015, it was selected as the Poem Of The Month 
and Highly Commended Poem by the Destiny Poets’ 
International Community of Poets. 


Metaphor plays on metaphor, because to me, this poem 
sets the tone of the book. We’ll refrain from defining them 


as being feministic because the poet objects to being 
slotted and boxed by definitions. 


Don’t put me ina slot 
Don’t fix a place for me 
lam wholam 

A spirit untamed and free. 


So let’s start right at the beginning, at the very first poem, 
and say what’s topmost on mind—a demand for equality. A 
demand to be treated with respect. 


‘Man’ 

!amawoman 

As much flesh and blood as you 

| have lain in my mother's warmth and security 
for the same time as you. 


And men should indeed redefine ‘manhood’ today as being 
someone who has come to terms with a woman’s strengths 
and is able to appreciate her growth and stand by her. 


/ really feel pity 
when | see you struggle 


to show your might. 


May be when you learn 
what respect is, 

what compassion is 
what kindness is, 
maybe then 

you will be reborn— 

as a Man. 

A woman, she reiterates, is not her attire: 
These chains 

around my neck, 

these finger rings, 
these bangles 

an ear studs 

and the rest of the 
baubles 

and trinkets, 

they are for you 


[OISee, 


They try to 

bog me. 

Respect her for who she is. Respect her soul. 
They were always 

Illusory. 

The wind is my soul. 

The sun, my breath 

and the rain my finery. 


Delightfully, with such strong opinions being voiced, 
Vineetha’s poems don’t step across the line to shun all 
mankind. She speaks of being loved, being accepted...of 
eternal love. 


Your arms 

around me 

we move on 
through darkness. 
Through light 

My partner 


in lives that have 


gone by 

And in this life too 
All 1 wish 

To say is 

I love you. 


Even amidst this demand for her voice to be heard and 
even amidst the cacophony of the Universe, the corner of 
the eye notes the sadness around, the uneven distribution 
of wealth, the hopelessness of the lonely and the lost. 


“Won't you buy these amma? 
These tomatoes are fresh. 
Take these four, please. 

Or what about these beans? 
They do not hear. 

They do not see. 

They rush on 

and are lost 


in the sea of humanity. 


Parched throat, 
wrinkled skin, 
Shrunken stomach 
all lost in the din 


And there is acceptance of all that is human including the 
fact that we are but mortals and it’s therefore inevitable 
that we die. Death, the great leveller, seems to win each 
time and every time. 


Cast, religion 

Man, woman 

Rich, poor 

Man, creature 

All boundaries disappear 

In a poof! 

With Death's laughter. 

A strong message to rapists everywhere: 
But the mind that resists you 


Even as the soul leaves 


This shell, 

That which you 

Cannot ever possess 

Cannot ever destroy 

Cannot ever conquer 

Cannot ever chain 

That is your feared womanhood. 


And when all is said and done, all that remains is Bliss...for | 
am the crow that sits swinging on the top of a teak tree. 


and lam the green leaves 

that tremble in the evening breeze 
and I am the breeze 

gently rustling the swaying palms 
and the earthy grass 

and lam the sun 

in the evening sky 


blazing on. 
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AMZAD 


“How are you, friend?” | merrily asked, basking in the 
morning Sun. 


Amzad dryly laughed, “Going on somehow.” His words 
were lifeless. | was hurt and gaped, “What a change!” My 
cheerfulness got a severe jolt. 


Amzad was my classmate at Patikabari High School. We 
spent days playing football and kabadi, flying kites in 
afternoons, sharing tiffin at tiffin breaks, visiting each 
other’s home at festivals. Later, | moved to Kolkata and he 
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graduated from our local Amtala College. He had an elder 
brother, a school headmaster, who shifted with his family 
to Berhampore, our district town. Meantime Amzad’s 
father died of heart arrest and his mother, out of shock, 
lost her mind. Dr Hassan, a famed psychiatrist expressed 
helplessness about her recovery. 


With ill mother at home and no suitable job in hand, Amzad 
has set up his own shoe store at Patkabari market. He 
follows a strict schedule—with fajr (early morning) azan he 
leaves bed, tidies rooms, makes breakfast, cooks dishes, 
changes his mother, combs her hair, feeds her, makes her 
cozily sit at her chair, washes dishes and clothes, locks her 
up and runs towards his store. At noon he closes his shop, 
runs to his mother again and spends afternoons with her. In 
the evening, he again opens his store for two hours or so. 
Nights often keep him standing at her bedside. Buyers are 
unhappy. Many stopped visiting his store. 


“He can keep an aaya.” You're fair. But it is a village! Hired 
aayas Or nurses or maids are not available. 


So he decides not to marry and pass his days serving his 
mother. 
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Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published six books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 


26 


THE DEAD LAND 
Now that Kashmir is mourning 
The mothers give birth to plucky 


kids on the earth sacrosanct, 


The battlefield is brimmed with 
their sinew and taglines of freedom 
Violated system, raunchy people, 

bound to sprinkle graft over 
the thoroughfares, and engage the 


youth with the ruination of nothingness, among envoys, as 
the future is unfolding its signal toward the nebulousness 


27 


This is malfeasance on land, to 
the virtuous youth; to their appetite 
of acquiring freedom one day ; 


And every mother from the window snagging the tragedical 
scenes of 


her son, then; 


Moaning, yelling, funeral, graves, 


.. just the fate etched in us with an infelicitous pen; nay like 
Chaucer's 


pen garnishing a vignette of April, 


filled with peace and harmony; 


Rather like Eliot’s using visions 


of decay, “dead land” “dull roots” 


“infertility” to vent venom 
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And my tragic one stains 

every month with the blood of 
noble youth; we have nay month 
sweet, they are all shaded with 
noble blood and the graves we 
dig, nay for April, but every month 


the mouth of graves is open to engulf martyrs, children, 
mothers, fathers. 


April; the name of eleven sweet 


months 
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Adnan Shafi: | am a poet, writer, columnist, translator, 
Ghazal writer, motivational speaker, blogger, and reviewer 
from Tral Kashmir (J and K). | have contributed my poems 
to various reputed magazines, journals. | have also 
published my poetry book ‘Tears fall in my heart’. Recently, 
| have been awarded Gujurat Sahitya academic 
Furthermore, | am the co-author of many international 
anthologies. 
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DREAM WITH ME 

They say that if | have a dream, | 
must grab it and never let go 

It's similar to my love when you 


grabbed it and bloom in your strength. 


| love you when nobody admits it 
| have a phenomenal affection for your lust 
The sadness of my heart because 


of people in my past who have torn it apart 


| want to snuggle you day and night 


| crave your kisses and moves in the dark 
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Take my heart along with its beats 


Dream with me in the wilderness of loneliness 


Your eyes have coloured our abandoned love 
Your lips have filled my thirst for the purest honey 
My thoughts and prayers develop into an 


audible poem if you dream with me furthermore. 


32 


Ahmad Al-Khatat: Ahmad Al-Khatat was born in Baghdad, 
Iraq. His work has appeared in print and online journals 
globally and he has poems translated into several 
languages. He has been nominated for Best of the Net 
2018. He is the author of The Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On 
The War’s Frontline, Gas Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, 
Roofs of Dreams, The Grey Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of 
Sweetness. He lives in Montreal, Canada. 
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ALIVE 

After two thousand poems 
you think I’d know, 

but | still don’t know. 


You can’t grow poems 
like onions! 


| rise above split-rail fences 
& bellow at perfect strangers 


for wearing white cotton walking shorts. 


But it’s August! 
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So, each moment I’m alive 
shows how little | know. 


& the less | know 
proves I’m alive. 


Alan Britt: He has been nominated for the 2021 
International Janus Pannonius Prize awarded by the 
Hungarian Centre of PEN International for excellence in 
poetry from any part of the world. Alan was interviewed at 
The Library of Congress for The Poet and the Poem. He has 
published 18 books of poetry and served as Art Agent for 
the late great Ultra Violet while often reading poetry at her 
Chelsea, New York studio. A graduate of the Writing 
Seminars at Johns Hopkins University he currently teaches 
English/Creative Writing at Towson University. 
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REVERSAL 

You are asking for a meeting. 

It’s like watching a movie from the end. 

Look! 

Wind replaces the passers-by hat. 

The overturned chair rights itself. 

A bouquet of red roses falls into someone's hands. 
A kiss - to greet you? 


- or to say goodbye? 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. Her poems have been published 
in numerous anthologies and magazines. She has published 
13 poetry anthologies. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania. She is also a member of the Directors’ Board of 
Soflay Literature Foundation. 
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WEEDS 

| feel they hold that wisdom. 
They can get us clued up on 
the simple joy of subsistence- 


those unnoticed, nameless greens. 


They spurt from the most 
unassuming browns not 
abiding by any reason 


to be aware of intelligibly. 
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Not needy to be watered 
by some caring hands, not 
having to bear the fruits of toil, 


their beings entail just to be. 


Unkempt, by the worldly measures, 
with no attributes to write home 
about, here to ride the cycle of life 


in all plainness, obscurity. 


| feel a kinship with them, 


undeniably. 
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Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collections of poems: “Candle 
In My Dream’ and ‘What | Don’t Tell You’. Her works have 
been published in numerous journals in India and abroad. 
She is a mental-health professional and lives in Kolkata. 
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TENDER FORCE 

for Amy Lowell’s Frankincense and Myrrh 
Could anything like this embrace feel so full? 
Trickle of moon lights horizons like tears 
Wonder when in your hands you felt the pull 
dancing me in our memory's lost years. 
We could’ve walked up mountain's curved slope 
drunk wine saps of rose-pine gathered in cup. 
Breathing your fragrance that one cry of hope, 


flames danced over rich fare when we did sup. 
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That which we longed for eluded our grasp, 
cheek to cheek wild moonlight traveled this line 
such lines as this distance | cannot clasp. 

Having left again shall we for us pine? 

If soothsayers tell true, stars did change course, 


shall our love unite—glow with tender force? 


Ambika Talwar: | am a poet/author residing in Los Angeles, 
USA. | work as English professor. | am published in various 
anthologies. | have also published a collection of poems 
and a poetic-spiritual travelogue. My creative expression 
lends dimension to my work as a Spiritual-intuitive energy 
practitioner. 
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ABORTIVE ATTEMPTS 

| know 

never ever is it possible 
to get 

clean dirt 

or white coal 

Still why do | look for? 
Why am | running 


after the false hope 


43 


to twist rope 


with ashes? 


Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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HER NIGHT BASKS 

Sleepless nights sniff dawn 

at the end of basking darkness- 

like a fluttering coy butterfly sipping nectar 
she had kissed first rays of sunshine 
happiness sprawling in the palm of her hand, 
embraced in echoing heartbeats 

they had united in everlasting bond, 

days cascaded, dreams capered- 

Alas! To be cut short! 


Woeful was the day 
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when fragrance of his breath 

wafted traceless in suffocating incense 
descended as tenacious darkness on her days, 
only sleepless nights came alive 

whispering unuttered words 

romance of a moonless sky 

bower aurora’s splendour 


she longs for an eternal night. 
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Amita Ray: | am former associate professor in English and 
Vice Principal of a college, residing in Kolkata. An academic 
of varied interests, | am a published translator, short story 
writer and poet. | have translated into English and 
published two books. My short stories have been published 
in The Sunday Statesman, Cafe Dissensus, Setu and other 
web magazines. My poems have also been published in 
anthologies and on line magazines. 
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WAITING 

today 

the evening has come back 
in its finery 

streets coil back in languor 
i smell an aroma 

like distant footsteps 


lying on a divan 
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behind curtains 
hiding shadows of 
once 

small talk 

once 

tiny kisses 

i wait 


i wait. 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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WINTER COMES 
Lady Winter 
Dragon Mounted 
Scattering Stars 
Upon Gray Skies 


A Golden Moon 
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While Wolves Howl 


Tu Whit, Snow Owl 


Hush, Earthlings 
Her cloudy wings 
Moth- like snow - flakes 
Upon you brush 
This Eider Down 

In which you drown 
Slip Slide Surrender 
To Winter’s Wonder 
Sweet November 
Deep December 
Sinking Deep 

Come fall Asleep 


Perchance to Dream 
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Perchance to Die 
Or wake in Spring 


Rest, rest now 


Anyhow 


Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: | am a retired bureaucrat but at 
heart a poet and a teacher. | write, mostly poetry, in 
English, Urdu, Hindi and Punjabi. I’ve never published 
anything except on Facebook or occasionally some 
newspaper or magazine here and there. | was awarded the 
NISSIM International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 for 
Excellence in Writing and my contribution to Indian English 
Poetry. 
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FUTURE PERFECT 
My Presence 

In the 

Present 

Is Cloudy 

But 

| really shine 

In the 


Future Flow... 
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Amit Krishan Agnihotri: | am a poet residing in Landquart 
Switzerland. | work as a County Manager. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published short stories and 
poems in UK and India. 
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“I shall stop loving you little by little” - Neruda 

| shall stop loving you little by little 

when the seas end and the waves no more roar 

| shall stop loving you little by little 

when the stars break free, to destroy the universe 

| shall stop loving you little by little 

when there are no more fires and there is no more water 
| shall stop loving you little by little 

when death ends my life 


but not even then! 
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Ampat Koshy: He teaches in a college as Assistant 
Professor in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. He is the author of books 
like Art of Poetry, Wrighteings: In Media Res, Figs, Allusions 
to Simplicity (poetry), and co-author of Wake Up India: 
Essays for Our Times with Dr Bina Biswas and co-editor of 
The Significant Anthology with Reena Prasad and Michele 
Baron etc. He also runs The Signifcant League and has 
instituted the Reuel International Prize for Literature. He is 
a poet and critic and fiction writer of renown in India and 
abroad plus a Pushcart Prize Poetry Nominee of 2012. His 
PhD was on Samuel Beckett and his thesis was later 
published as Samuel Beckett’s English Poetry: Transcending 
the Roots of Resistance in Language. He has also co-edited 
Inklinks and Umbilical Chords. 
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PUJA & PANDEMIC 

Durga Ma looked from her 

upper pedestal at me & 

the surroundings. 

Lights were glittering everywhere; 

& the majestic chandelier throwing its 
aura & kindness. The red & golden pandal, 
with intricate artwork depicting a part of 
a glorious Indian tradition, was also 


shining above & under the magnificent 
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chandelier. 

Ma, along with her lovable children, 
smiling. 

Suddenly | felt a vacuum inside, 

like the deserted pandal, barricaded under 


legal directives. 


Puja started, the priest, in white dhoti, 

was chanting holy mantra in all seriousness 
| stood there empty 

| observed blind 

& saw the whole pandal 


under a big black mask 
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Aneek Chatterjee: | am a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. | have contributed to literary magazines and poetry 
anthologies across the globe. | have published 13 books 
including two full length poetry collections and a novel. My 
poem has been archived at Yale University. | hold a PhD in 
International Relations; and | have been teaching in leading 
Indian and foreign universities. 
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SOUL TRUTH 

Soul Truths touch me 

Soul ties that bind us together 
How deep is your trust 

Will you honour me 


Is my self-worth respected. 


Soul truth 


Do you value me, 


Will you sell me like a commodity 
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To the highest bidder 


As market demands change. 


Soul Truth 

Will you deny me 

My true self 

Will you make me a shadow 
Of my true essence 

A free soul to soar. 

Soul truth 

lam not yours to control 

Like the flick of a switch 

lam not yours to manipulate, 
To be stifled by your insecurities 


Or frivolous behaviours. 


Soul Truth 


lam a unique being 
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With impassioned dreams 
And heartfelt hopes 

| know who | am 

Look at yourself 

See the mirage of your soul 


| know you not. 
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Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 
| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and numerous journals. | have also published a 
poetry anthology. | have been honoured as a contemporary 
poet with the most heartfelt poems in 2019 and had two 
poems featured in the Top 100 poems for 2019. 
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YOU MUST FORGIVE ME 

forgive me if i forget to love 

if i forget to remember you when 
the limitless sky begins to look 


bright at the break of dawn 


forgive me for not knowing 
how to love you when you come 
to get a kiss from me and sit 


by me for hours in the garden 
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forgive me if i can't do 
what you like me to do as 
i can't read your heart and 


in the game of love iam new 


forgive me if my love is 
as pure as the water of a 
spring and you being a thirsty 


traveler need it day and night 


and please forgive me 
if i forget to love you in the 
romantic night when a volcano 


of passion erupts from inside of you 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 
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Pic courtesy: This arresting picture was shot by Julie Valsarajan 


THE THEYYAM* GOD 

| am the flame in your eyes 
| dance to its fire. 

| am the blaze of your skin 


The spirit of vermillion. 


The earth shudders when you leap 


For |am the anklets on your feet, 
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The clatter of the drums 


And the dong of the bells. 


From the twirl of your dress, 
| flash as its red 
Mighty with my breath 


Is the crown on your head 


| rise as the dust and flow as your sweat. 
| burn as the lamp on the temple steps. 
| am the fragrance in the Theyyam air, 


Just breathe me in. Hold me there. 


Note: Theyyam is a traditional ritual dance of the state of Kerala in India. It 
reflects the beliefs of its ancient tribals who invoke their local Gods and 
powerful heroes with music, dance, elaborate makeup and flamboyant 
costumes. For them, the Theyyam itself is God. 
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Anju Kishore: A former Cost Accountant and author of 
',.and | Stop to Listen’, Anju Kishore is part of the Editorial 
Team of India Poetry Circle and Kavya-Adisakrit Publishing. 


69 


EARLY FREEZE 

Frozen on the vine. 

Ground hard as rock. 
November freeze comes early, 


breathing death on all. 


Earth still, 


nature reticent, 


refuge sought. 
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Promises no longer on the wind. 


Seasons shifted overnight. 


Wilted specters of yesterday 
hang their lifeless heads. 
Colors drained. 


Browns and grays win out. 


Early winter on the cusp, 
as cold ravages all. 
Memories whisper in 


the shadows left behind. 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 10 poetry books and have been 
published in numerous magazines and journals worldwide. | 
was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was 
the winner of Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year 
(Poetic), and | have won poetry awards from individual 
publications. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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THITHERTO 

(Translated from my ODIA poem, ' Seithu’) 

Does the childhood stop growing there? 

The soul gets satiated without begging anymore? 
Can those seemingly ordinary scenes 


Be bidden adieu, forever? 


Can those close playmates be invited 


Accompanied in the same manner 


Over to the ground well-known ever? 
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Where communion was possibly comfortable 
Arguing, regretting, surrendering before memory 
Linking past with the present, as though 


Begging pardon for a little smile on your lips. 


Sitting alone then and there, for sure 


An iota of fear we had never. 


Does fear grow up with growth physical 
By slippery stairs of suspicion? 

Setting foot with utmost care 

While whole body thoroughly drenched 


In uncared, unwavering concern! 
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Antaryami Mishra: | am a bi-lingual poet writing both in 
Odia and English. | am working as a senior teacher in 
English at R.D.C. Higher Secondary School, Chilika Napata, 
Puri, Odisha. | am a published poet contributing to more 
than a dozen of literary anthologies of national and 
international repute .| have a collection of Odia poems, ‘MA 
Nishaada’ coming out in 2017 .Recently, my poem has 
found place in ‘Signature of Truth’, an anthology jointly 
published by literary forums: (1) Rhythm (2) India Poetry 
Forum. 
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DOWNHILL WORKATIONS: 2020 
Pandemic a rupture 

in the space, time and career 

People stuck, tied down or lost 

Don’t know where 

Gathering Macbooks, Mails and Masks 
People trying to come up to the tasks 


Instagramming and zooming from tricked-out homes and 
fans 


Bosses are indifferent and not usually their fans 
The situation somewhere becoming Groundhog Days 


The days are just passing by, there seems no clear ways 
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People struggling with vacation fatigue and monotony 


Workations are unclear, unexpected and inexperienced for 
many. 
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Ashish K Pathak: Ashish Kumar Pathak is a middle school 
teacher in Munger district of Bihar province in India. He 
loves to write daily life poetry. 
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MUNDANE DESIRE 

Memories are like grains of sand 

Drowned and alive 

Like the flaming wild roses, frangipani, silky tulips 


Unsung songs hovered on your lips 


A forgotten melody in the beating heart 
A breathless song in the racing blood 
In restless dreams, walked alone 


And the naked moon without speaking and listening 


78 


In a hidden place of your heart, you wrote songs to sing 
That lips never share 
Your words like silent raindrops fell 


You wrote on the metro subway walls 


You Said partings give birth of great poems 
Moon whispered you wrote a music 
It was on the last page of the book 


My eyes were stabbed by moonbeam 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier’s College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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THE DAINTY TORPEDO FOOT 


Taking our respective sunrise strolls around the sparkling 
local lake, our town’s venerable charity Dame stopped me 
for a country chat. Deft as a puppeteer, her dainty fingers 
managed her two large, glistening, immaculately groomed 
show dogs, from whose lustrous coats exploded an array of 
aromatic fragrances. Organic, | have no doubt of it. 


“Did you see that ghastly letter in the Sunshine Coast Daily, 
Mr Pittard? It says we should welcome to Australia these 
dreadful boat people? Do you know what I’d do? | would 
do this!” 
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Her chic skirts shook as her sharp-pointed, sky blue, silken 
shoe propelled a swift kick aimed west like a torpedo 
towards the Indian Ocean and its limping flotillas of 
desperate humanity. 


A dark cloud round her majestic salon-trained brow burst: 


“I'd kick the boats back to where they come from! That’s 
what I’d do.” 

Note: Disturbingly, our Australian medical and social workers and also the 
visiting United Nations Special Rapporteur documented human rights 


abuses of refugees at Australia’s Manus Island Regional Processing Centre 
(MIRCP). 
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Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lam a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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INTO OBLIVION 
we had it all 
before the fall 
cars, stars 

wine and bars 
money in the bank 
gas in the tank 
fridges full 
freezes cool 
clothes branded 
parties unended 
wheels, deals 


five star meals 
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gadgets and game 
properties in our name 
Ssjampanje, caviar 

vacations in zanzibar 
breakfast in bed 

ego's and big head 

all up in smoke 

we're the biggest joke 

cars repossessed 

letters of demand in our address 
properties forfeited 

court cases unsupported 
bank accounts empty 

a Marriage unhappy 

shame and blame 

no longer a household name 
furious and fighting 


angers igniting 
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animosity driven 
drunken into oblivion 


we had it all 


before the fall! 


Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. He attended Soutpan Primary and 
matriculated at Westville Secondary School. Boggenpoel 
completed a Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson 
Mandela Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
Anthology 1 December 2016. The book was well received 
by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
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(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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DO NOT ASK WHY 

Do not ask why 

When earth’s sky 
Becomes red in shy 

And glows with the touch 


From sun’s warmth. 


Do not ask why 

When the flower dances 
to the rhythm of air 

Or the dew drops 


Sparkle on grass blades. 
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Do not ask why 
the sea waves 
rise and fall 

At such distance 


At the moon’s call. 


Do not ask me 
Why | become tongue-tied 
When you come 


To my sight. 


Do not ask the heart beats 
Nor to the breath 
The cause and meanings 


Of their essence and existence. 
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Bharati Nayak: | am a bilingual poet, critic and translator 
residing in Bhubaneswar, India. | work in the Government 
of Odisha. | have contributed to various national and 
international anthologies and e-books. | have also 
published three poetry books, two in English language and 
one in my mother tongue ODIA and worked as co-writer in 
two poetry Anthologies. | regularly write on on-line poetry 
site www.poemhunter.com where | am placed among the 
top 500 poets and offered the title ‘Poetic Basil’ for my 
contributions. 
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UPON TURNING FIFTY 
If you've done life right 
you do not feel or even 
see the years coming 


until they have long passed. 


One day you look down 
and see the hands 
of an older man: 


gnarled, blunt, corded 
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with venular ropes of age. 
The lines on the face 
in the mirror seem 


as if they have been there 


always. 


Now you understand 


how far the distance 


from the start actually is. 


The body has not yet betrayed, 


but it’s well on its way, 


and you know that 


the fight has begun. 
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Bill Cushing: Bill Cushing lived in various states, the Virgin 
Islands, and Puerto Rico before returning to college after 
serving in the Navy and working on ships, a life that earned 
him the nickname of “blue collar poet” by peers at the 
University of Central Florida. He earned an MFA in writing 
from Goddard College. Relocating to California, he taught 
for over 20 years at both East Los Angeles and Mt. San 
Antonio colleges. He’s been published both online and in 
print, and he facilitates an area writing workshop for 9 
Bridges. Bill has two volumes of poetry available, including 
A Former Life from Finishing Line Press and recently 
honored with a Kops-Featherling International Book Award. 
He is also well past 50 these days. 
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LOVE IS WHAT YOUR EYES SPEAK 
Your haunting eyes 

Glowing in love, 

Keep moving along with me 


Like the sky above 
When | relax 


On the couch, 


For an afternoon nap 
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Your eyes flash 
Inside my shut eyelids, 
Bring me forth 


Your untold words 


As | lay down 

To sleep at night, your eyes touch my eyes, 
Singing song of the past 

Of what could have been, 


And, of what can be 


Your eyes, 


Keep haunting my heart, my soul, 


Drown me into a fathomless abyss 


A sweet death where, | die within, 
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Love is not, of course, 


What | think, 


Love is what your eyes speak 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet from Jajpur 
Road of Odisha. Professionally an engineer though, he loves 
poetry. His poems are mainly on life, love, philosophy and 
nature, and have been published in many anthologies and 
magazines of national and international repute. He has 
been awarded in the state level Kalinga Nagar book festival, 
Odisha in 2015, honored in the 11th Guntur International 
Poetry Festival, honored as a World Featured Poet 2019 of 
Pentasi-B, China. He also received the 8th R.N.Tagore 
award from X-press Publications, Kerala. 
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THE BIRDS’ HEARTS 

Don’t scare my birds away, please, 
they are so tired after the long trip. 
They perched on the apple tree, and 


will surely be sleeping there tonight. 


Let them dream about the dreamland, 
so far distant and so wonderful, 
where life flows very slowly, 


and there is no violence at all. 
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Where the forests are still virgin 
and blue lagoons up to the sky. 
The sea of grass to the line of the horizon. 


Are there such places yet on the Earth? 


They are definitely in the birds’ hearts, 
and they are in our deepest dreams, 
the reality is cruel and won't change, as 


the men kill the surrounding world each day. 
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Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak: She was born in Opole, 
Poland. In 2004, in search of work she migrated to Great 
Britain, where she lives. She has published seven volumes 
of poetry, four in Polish and three in English. She also 
writes prose and released a novel and a few short story 
collections. Her work may be found in numerous worldwide 
anthologies and magazines. She is the winner of many 
poetry competitions and proud holder of many diplomas, 
awards, and distinctions. She is a member of Union of 
Polish Writer's Abroad, Polish Authors’ Association, and 
Association of American Poets. Her poetry has been 
translated into English, French, Spanish, Swedish, Russian, 
Arabic, Telugu, Bengali, Norwegian, Albanian, Swahili, 
Philippine, Serbian. 
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Pic for work is taken from Nairn, in Scotland, look over to the Black Isle. 
Taken by my brother in-law Mike Hurry 


KARON 

Beautiful trees of swaying palms 
exotic plants some franjipan 

all the clouds gather round 
looks as if it’s going to rain 

we find our haven at the bar 


only a shower 
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our faces smile 


It’s happy hour 


we cheers our Chang 
and Singha beers 


being with the ones who're dear 


the rock bar is where we choose 
they play it loud play the blues 
Du Hass done note for note 
watching people passing by 
searching faces for any clues 
lightning flash 

thunder claps 


we got to dash 


coriander, garlic, sewerage smells 


the local girls all wave and yell 


101 


pretty boys come in my bar 
skimpy dress sweetest smile 
give you all that you can’t tell 
about to go 

a myna bird 


shouts hello! 


we cheers our Chang 


and Singha beers 


being with the ones who're dear 
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Brian Mackenzie: | was born in Inverness in 1949 and have 
lived there until 1969. Since then | lived in Lond and Saudi 
Arabia. | have worked most of my life in the Airline Industry 
which enabled me to travel the world quite easily and 
cheaply. | am now retired and have lived in Spain for the 
last ten years. | only started writing since | retired in 2009 
and it is only in the last few years | started writing songs 
and poems and | suppose have become quite prolific. | self- 
published 6 books and 1 book by a publisher, the second 
soon to be released. 
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REALITY 

Stumbling and tumbling, she slips, 
falls down. 

Near the plaza on a city of busy bees, 
some sips of cappuccino coffee, 
some gossips, 

some chats and some evening chaat, 


some fingers flipping and fondling over touchscreen 
phones. 
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The touch of human hues lost? 


What bothers and smothers her is not 

her bleeding bruises 

or 

her pink patiala pants torn like uneven blisters but 
the choking reality of 


nonchalance and ignorance around her. 


In the background, the saffron sun sets, 


making the world dark and blind yet again. 


Note: Chaat is an evening snack in many parts of India 
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Brindha Vinodh: She is a postgraduate in Econometrics but 
a writer within. Her poems have appeared in several 
Magazines, e-zines, journals and OPAs, and she_ has 
contributed to several anthologies. She currently resides in 
USA with her family. 
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| KNOW FIRE 

| know FIRE - 

That is made to cook food 

And sustains human life 

That surely uplifts mood 

In hoary freezing winter. 

| know FIRE - 

The proud victors had made 

And put barns, fields to the torch 
The vanquished were down and out 
Celebration held over corpses and ashes. 


| know FIRE- 


107 


That rages through forests 

And wreaks havoc around 

That renders homeless 

Myriad beasts and birds 

| know FIRE- 

That the rioters used 

And set houses ablaze 

Pitiful cries and screams 

Could be heard all around. 

| know FIRE- 

That thunder crashed in the sky 
Mournful cries rent the sky 
That engulfed men and women 
In a twinkling of an eye. 

| sat thinking of Prometheus 
Why did he steal FIRE? 


Why did he suffer gods’ ire? 
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Would that he witness all, 


He’d be filed with remorse. 


B.S.Tyagi: He comes from India. He writes in both Hindi and 
English. He has several books- fiction and non-fiction to his 
credit. His poems have been included in_ several 
anthologies. He writes short stories which regularly appear 
in national and international literary magazines. His write- 
ups and poems have appeared in national and international 
magazines. Besides, he has translated four books of poems. 
He shies away from public celebrations and prizes. Inner 
bliss he is showered upon through creativity is the greatest 
prize. 
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ABIDING 

Waiting for your 
Resurrection 

In the damaged 
Allegory of utopia. 
Hope rejuvenates 
The anamnesis of 
Memories stored 
In another past. 
Anxiety orbits 


Amidst the constellations 
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Aching to return 


To the ordinary world. 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with more than 
150 journals selecting his poetry, short stories, interviews, 
essays, plays or art photography. His photography was 
featured on the cover of 6 journals. Two poetry books 
‘Journey To Become Forgotten’ (Kind of a Hurricane 
Press).and ‘Abandoned’ (ScarsTv) have been published. His 
first photography book was recently published by Praxis. 
Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine, a competitive 
runner and 2nd degree black- belt in Taekwondo. 
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All of us are corrupt 

why blame the traffic constable 
we offer he takes 

we wish to jump Q 

then we pay 

we want it fast 

we pay 

in fact all of us Indians 

have to be dismissed 


and a whole new mass has to be called in 
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to run this country. 
leaders will not leave 

for their white dress says 
they are pure 

no further comments 


pack your bags 


and leave... 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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ABISHAG 

King or not, his breath smelt like rotting fish 

His few remaining teeth were such a state 

Way back then | was quite a tasty dish 

To be King David’s bed-warmer my fate. 

He was too old to do much else but snore 

And dribble, in his sleep he’d cry out “Saul!” 

Or mumble after Absalom, each pore 

Of his beneath me sweated, sometimes he’d call 


Servants long dead when he was half-awake. 
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Judah’s grey lion let me stroke his mane 
And told me boastful stories for my sake 
But soon he could no longer take the strain. 
He left me still a virgin at his death 

No other was allowed to marry me 

Now | can feel in my mouth his old breath 
To his old age now life will carry me. 

| must survey my wrinkled wasted form 


Who’s there in Israel who’ll keep me warm? 


Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 
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Kylian’s She Bunny. Pic: Ilsabel Gomez de Diego 

KYLIAN'S SHE BUNNY 

-Open the cage for me, Little boy 

Open the door for me, honey 
That for your pretty face 

I’ve to get rid of this confinement. 
Kylian opens the door 
And like a door guard 
She Bunny stays still. 


How pretty Kylian’s She Bunny 
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When it comes out of its cage 
Freshly washed and combed 
Lifting only one ear 
Listening carefully 
What happy family talks about. 
It has taken out a SpongeBob doll 
A bun with two eyes 
And a cotton ball 
With a little bow of colors 
For the kid to play 
And do not war his parents. 
What whiter skin 
What black eyes and what black ear. 
The boy who is still very young 
Has become infatuated with it. 
He pulls on its ears 
Pinches its cute little nose 


And She Bunny escapes, so crystal clear 
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To get into the captive cage 
Preferring to stay in it 
Before to put up with the kid 
Who now cries and sighs 
Because it's gotten out of hand 


This cute She Bunny so precious. 


Daniel de Culla: | am a Daniel de Culla, poet, writer, etc., 
residing in Burgos, Spain. | am retired. | have also published 
poetry, anthologies more than seventy. 
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BEHEADING THE PIOUS 


There is such ugliness, cruelty, disrespect and wickedness 
abounding in the world. 


So many colonised zealots are vile, vicious and virulent, 
So piously volatile, volcanic and violent, 
So dishonourable, 


So solemnly savage. 


They are such liars and hypocrites, 


Equating murders with ‘cleansing’, 


So that when viruses descend and people suffer and die, 
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One looks at it all, 
this unempathetic world, 
The uninhibited power rampaging across our planet, 


and we discern nature in agony. 


If you listen, 

(And you do not have to listen carefully), 
You will hear the sobbing and the weeping. 
You do not have to open your soul 


To see the the pain in the hearts of the people. 


You will see the purulent evil eyes, 
You will see the demonic, faecal mouths spewing, 
The ogres that so many are, 


And you might begin to understand that many 'humans' are 
actually not human. 
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Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, 
residing in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. 
His writing has been included in various international and 
South African anthologies including the Readers’ Digest’s 
BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT STORIES. Three of his books 
have been published. The English academy of Southern 
Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner prize for 
prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 
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ABOUT LIFE. TOGETHER. 

What if on an empty street 
You suddenly find the same stardust 
That made you 

Sprinkled on the tarred surface 
In abundance? 

Will you pick up a handful 

And rub all over your body 

To infuse more life 

Or take home a bagful 

For your beloved too? 


Two lives have to rise 
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Together 

With stardust, with more life 
Millions of lives, and then billions 
Have to rise together 

With the same stardust 

That made them 

No one can be left behind 

No one can be left alone 

As all are made of the same stardust 


That made you. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is the only soulmate | have. | find 
solace in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me 
completely unannounced, without a notice. | wake up 
sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a daydream, 
and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience 
of writing. | am not a regular poet, but poetry is the only 
soulmate | have, who understands the real me. 
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ODYSSEY TO REVERIE 


Un sitio de esos —| sometimes yearn to languish endlessly 


in a place devoid from 


strife pain sadness hate jealousy and materialism in this 


ever increasing chasm 


called humanity where heightened emotions create toxic 


divisions leading to splitting 


125 


fissures of boiling emotions so | choose to linger a little 


longer in my mind’s elected 


utopia to soothe my fears — A place where the rush of air 


elevates me to a Spiritual 


weightlessness, far away from this earthly deepening 


freefalling apocalyptic abyss. 


Cueva de los Recuerdos — When the chaotic cacophony of 


mankind disturbs my 


inner equilibrium my spiritual serenity even my necessary 


daily symmetry - | choose 


to be suspended in my cave of memories, where the 


boisterous laughter of lost loved 


ones strengthens my being - Their boisterous echoes 


bouncing off these precious 


protective stone walls reminding me of their strength of 


character and spirit - Their 
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courage and morality so | choose to remain a little longer 


just to dance to the 


rhythm of their loving lasting infectious exemplary eternal 


precious legacy... 


Reflejos de ti— When skies turn grey and birds migrate 


away | just close my eyes 


and allow your reflections to brighten darkening days - The 


memories of you like 


colours splashed onto canvasses to uplift my deepening 


melancholy where echoes 


of blue make me run again after you into splashing waves 


of laughter — The rush of 


the sea causing us to laugh so loudly even seagulls caution 


our loving reverie as we 


bathe in our love-light and clutch your aura just for one 


more precious glowing night. 
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La Trascendencia — This world this existence this insistence 


on material riches — 


This self-elected superiority surely cannot remain a lasting 


reality as the expansion 


of humanity increasingly causes recurring complexities 


challenging us all to remain 


sane whilst we struggle to somehow attempt to be the 


same — | refuse to adhere 


to the expected normal in this manic humdrum life! | yearn 


for a place of existence 


to become transigent and rise above my own expectations. 


| want to go beyond the 


ordinary to aspire to be more to achieve more! We all 


need a place to escape to—A 


place where we feel liberated a place of sanctuary a place 


of joy of calmness... 
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Our elected pilgrimage of discovery. Just one of those 


healing joyful beautiful places. 


Our odyssey to blissful lasting reverie... 


Don Beukes: He is a South African and British writer. He is 
the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’ (CTU) and ‘Icarus 
Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic collection. He taught 
English and Geography in both South Africa and the UK. His 
poetry has been anthologized in numerous collections and 
translated into Afrikaans, Persian, French and Albanian. He 
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was nominated by Roxana Nastase, editor of Scarlet Leaf 
Review for the ‘Best of the Net' in 2017 as well as the 
Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 2016. He was published in 
his first SA Anthology ‘In Pursuit of Poetic Perfection’ in 
2018 (Libbo Publishers) and his second 'Cape Sounds’ in 
2019 (Gavin Joachims Publishing). He is also an amateur 
photographer and his debut Photographic publication 
appeared in Spirit Fire Review in June 2019. His new book, 
‘Sic Transit Gloria Mundi'/Thus Passes the Glory of this 
World’ is due to be published by Concrete Mist Press. 


Raquel Soriano Gil: She is a young painter and 
Ophthalmologist born in Yecla (Spain), December 1992. In 
her work, inspired in nature, colour and light are the main 
protagonists and chance plays also an important part 
during the creation. She hopes to open a window in each 
canvas. Also, she has made realistic drawings, focused on 
human gaze, with the purpose of reflecting the importance 
of the care of sight and humenize medicine. Recently, she 
has been a finalist in the competition “Miradas 2020” of the 
Jorge Alid foundation. 


Instagram: @r_aquelsoriano 
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NIGHT SHIFT 

Last night | studied the sky from my porch. 
Suddenly an ignited cosmic torch 

Burned and slashed through Cancer. 

Even though | know my constellations 

| continue to have doubts and questions 


But | doubt stars have the answers. 


Oh, modeler of phases of the moon, 


Did you watch that spectacle from your room? 
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Our sections of the sky don't quite rhyme, 
Our eternities look like different 
Patterns of buckshot in a canvas tent. 


Whose Heaven's bigger, yours or mine. 


[Its amazin how simple things can suddenly become so 
complicated. The last time i went to Claude's house to get 
his help on a pome i was tryin to rite he sirprized me with a 
truly astounding peace of information. "You know what 
infinity is, right?" he sez. And i sed "Shur. It's somethin that 
never has no end." And he sez "Rite. So, wuld all the 
possible numbers be infinite?" And i sed, "Of course." And 
he sez, "What about all the odd numbers, or all the even 
numbers? Would they be infinite too?" And i agreed. And 
then he pointed out that all the numbers wul be more than 
just haf of them, and ised "Shur, and he looked at me and 
asked me, "Then some infinities wuld be bigger than 
others. Is that rite?" And his qweshun floored me. I'd never 
thot about it that way, and it bothered me. And then i 
started to rite a pome about Fancy Nancy, witch i often do 
but ushally just throw them away, and i remembered sein a 
shootin star and wonderin if Fancy had seen it too. And 
somehow my conversation with Claude got tangled up in it. 
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| showed it to Claude and he sed he thot it was the best 
thing i'd rit so far. He reely spent a lot of time on it, not just 
corectin the spellin but makin other changes in it to, so i 
guess he otter be given haf the credit for it. But it shur was 
better after he worked it over, even tho both versions sed 


the same thing! ] 


Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, “The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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THOU SAT, FAIRIES ENTWINED 
The moon in the sky, looking dim 
With his stars at their shim 

As if they are waiting and waiting 


To listen to our noiseless crying 


Beneath the moon, the clouds move 
Trusting our hopes so much behoove 
Oh my dear! With our promises 


To come back to heaven to their buttress 
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The Night has seen how much we ran 
On the beach of our gloomy imagination 
Didn't reach one another let alone touch 


Still hath the sky of joy to have run much 


The seven oceans came in our tears 
But they dry up to behold on the ayres 
| see a picture in thy dear mind 


Thou sit in vibes, fairies Entwined 


There was a sound we both heard 
Thou thought of me but | thought thou stirred 
The voice was soft as sweet as honey 


And gave me the joy of earthly harmony 


135 


Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in 
the district of Koraput, Odisha, India. He a Lecturer in 
English in Dr.B.R.Ambedkar Jr. College, Lamtaput in Koraput 
district in the Department of Higher Education Government 
of Odisha. He has contributed to various anthologies. He 
has recently got the Honour of Pentasi B World Featured 
Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a member of the Pentasi B 
world Friendship Poetry, The Tunisian Asian Poetry, The 
Poetry Society, The World Nation's Writers Union, The 
Love, The Global Literary Society, The Namaste ink an 
Author's Manifesto, etc. He has also published many Odia 
and English poems. 
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KINGDOM 

Translated by Artur Komoter 
Man-doomed 

trees 


have no voice. 


They are silent. 


They stop being 


the Green Lungs of the World. 
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They become just wood 
that does not help Earth, 
an extinguished 


kingdom of breath 


a void of destroyers! 
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Eliza Segiet: She graduated with a Master’s degree in 
Philosophy and completed postgraduate studies in Cultural 
Knowledge, Philosophy, Arts and Literature at Jagiellonian 
University. Author’s poem ‘Questions and Sea of Mists’ 
won the title of the International Publication of the Year 
2017 and 2018 in Spillwords Press. Nominated for the 
Pushcart Prize 2019 (USA, November 2019), Nominee for 
Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020). Nominated for the 
iWoman Global Awards 2020. Author's works can be found 
in anthologies and literary magazines worldwide. 
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HIDDEN IN A SMALL TOWN 

| settled on a pair of shoes, 

Which lets me walk chronologically. 
| reached a ten-year-old reading 
Chariots of the Gods, in intense sun, 


Then he placed the book aside. He was finished. 


| noticed a fascinating young girl's shadow 
Wither in a graveyard, contemplating 
Telling of her unique love 

And how purgatory starts, 


Shouldering what hid in her heart. 
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| observed a wicked man weep as a woman 
Smiling tossed his black cloud into thin air, 
Making space for her offspring’s tears 

To be accepted, to be addressed, 


To be sheltered in a small town. 


Ferris E Jones: He writes poetry and screenplays from his 
residence in Puyallup, Washington. His work has been 
published in Se La Vie Writers Journal, Write on Magazine, 
Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, Tuck Magazine, 
The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with Wings and other 
literary periodicals. He is the recipient of two Grants from 
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the Nevada Arts Council and published several collections 
of poetry, including To Burning Man, Oh the Path that 
Followed and As the Toad Sleeps. You can learn more about 
Ferris E. Jones by visiting www.inquisitionpoetry.com 
where each month he features the work of other poets. 
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Poetry it seems is dead 
Every heart 


Is filled with dread 


Roses are still red 
As red as blood 


Poetry surely has not bled 
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Yesterday she said 
That she was happy 


And was very well fed 


"Just one thing", she pled 
"Do something 


lam dying to be read" 


Clueless | quickly fled 
Not caring about the path 


And where it led 


She must have banged her head 


Against the wall of books / posts 


Unread 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in a 
voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has been a 
part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee 
and had commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is 
incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, | Find Freedom’, 
there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a common 
thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free woman. 
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LONELINESS 

Loneliness 

Solace of my tiring heart 
Myriads of days and nights 


We spend in embrace 


| stay encircled by 
A sea of people 
Known faces with mystic smiles 


All under an enigmatic veil! 
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We talk to each other 
With closed doors and windows 


Of our soul 


Loneliness, in thy company 
My thoughts bathe 
In the fragrance of past 


Heart rest in tranquil peace 


Loneliness, 


Thou art bliss for me...! 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is a poet and a teacher from 
Assam. For her, poetry is a passion where she finds peace 
and solace amidst the complexities of life. Being an 
aesthete, she discovers beauty in every object of life and 
nature and her ink pours those elements in a subtle way. 
Her poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies and web magazines. 
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Old Lakshmi, shrivelled, 

With a lump above her navel 

Is a piece of antique now 

Children crowd around her for a story 
She tells them in her low voice, 

That of Eecha and Poocha, every day 
But then, they ask for another story 
And she repeats the same one 

Again, and again and again 

Till she falls asleep 


Mouth open and eyes closed 
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Under her thick black coarse blanket 
They check if she is dead, 

Laugh and run screaming 

Followed by her angry old husband 
With a stick raised 

“Mad” they scream as they run 

To hide behind a wall 

He cannot reach there, they know 


But he will try to, every day. 
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Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 


151 


CHAMBERS (ROSEATE SONNET) 
Six-sided honeycomb have you built of my senses, 


Pouring your words that you've gathered from flowering 
fences, 


As | hang there with the weight of every syllable, biding my 
defences, 


Marinating them to change them to honey as you watch 
through your invisible lenses, 


Sunshades of concrete, blazing in the heat of the day, 


There | dangle collecting your thoughts as | gently sway, 
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Viscous your verses brew within as | string them in poetic 
play, 


Soon to be emptied as winds and storms of conversations 
whisk them away. 


Hollow suddenly now | am these, chambers whistling with 
the gust, 


Golden honey you concoct in new songs crooning and 
fluttering like dust. 


Rhododendron, coneflower, sunflower, cosmos and 
lavender, 


Only fragrance wafting in the breeze nowhere close to your 
words tender, 


Sweet honeysuckle cannot hold a candle to the sonnets you 
deftly gather, 


Empty have you left me as hexagons embellish my soul 
while you flit hither and thither. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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SEMMOZHI PARK - CHENNAI 

Time spent with wife and kids 

No peak hour traffic, deadlines or late hours 
Watch my two-year-old 

move around like a clockwork doll 

Present her a flower and leaf 

and revel in her wonder 

Throw ball to little fella 

He falls flat on his face and pretends to sleep 
Wife points to the trees - 


to racing squirrels. 
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Hold hands and walk around the pond 
Little ones run in front 
Twilight hours 


The lights go on.... 


Thank you Chennai! 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, writer, and publisher residing 
currently in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and 
Publisher of the monthly poetry and prose magazine 
‘“GloMag’ and is the administrator of the “GloMag Group’ on 
Facebook. 
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| AM YOUR MOTHER 

like those that have passed before me 

| too will meet the same fate 

It will not be a natural death 

but death from your fiendish hands 

| didn’t come here to regurgitate my biography 
| came here to fulfil a purpose 

to give you and every creature life 

my fragile bodies squirms in a stinking grave 
unkempt, filthy, decaying and dying 


shards of plastic on rusty wire fences 
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fluttering in the wind 

nay not a sight for sore eyes 

but the worst is your wayward 

uncaring brashness for this body of mine 
buried beneath tons and tons of discarded 
plastic waste and rubbish you carelessly bury me under 
that will take millenniums to decay 

this filth you humiliate me with 

is not biodegradable 

your arrogant politicians paint pictures 

with their deceits and lies 

free riding on the backs of mega corporations 
their spin doctors spin falsehood 

you gullible mourners 

why do you stand in insolence? 

shedding crocodile tears 

at my graveside 


when you slowly torture me 
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to a slow and painful death 


| am the only mother you will ever have 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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LONG WALKS 

There are faint cracks in bird’s lips, 

a low hum wafts across the narrow walk, 
unknown feathers flutter, the empty chair 
swallows the temple-prayers, 


well-sewn carpets are in search of footprints. 


A spot of grass riffling, a quiet sense of 
blades. morning whispers to a screen across town, 
light trembles, the leafy trees bring the 


pungent mask of fresh bark, 
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Sending silent signals my hands 

overturn rage that rightfully mine and ready to 
grow ten times longer, 

shrink to sheer nothingness at the end, 

using pincers on a haiku moment, 


the southern breeze rewrite old stories. 
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Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published nine volumes of poetry 
in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited two anthologies of poems in English and 
also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. | have recently 
edited a book on selected songs of Tagore translated in 
English. | have recently edited a collection of poems titled 
‘JJallianwala Bagh-Poetic Attributes’. 
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ARE YOU A POET 


Original: Assamese: Guna Moran 


Translation: Bibekananda Choudhury 

If considering the present times 

as the prime pillar of the three times 
you have put on a good effort 

to make your own poems 

more popular 

Then you are not a poet 

Because 

a true poet persists through 


all the three elements of times 
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If in your poem 

the effect of loneliness is zero 
If unknown to others 

you are afraid of midnight 

the favourite hour of loneliness 
Then 

you are not a poet 

Because 

At midnight 

loneliness begets 


poet-poem 


If in the social-media 
your poems receive 

more likes and comments 
Then 


you are not a poet 
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Because 

Most like-comments are result of 
Barter system 

But a true poem bears 


No exchange value 


If you make forays into the offices of 
newspapers and periodicals 

Or-else 

The editor of that paper-magazine 
and you 

are from the same coterie, breed 

or even neighbours 

Then you are not a poet 

Because 

A poem 


is the identity of the poet 
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If you have good rapport 

with the critic 

Then stay free of worries 

you are not a poet 

Because 

the know-all critic cannot pen a poem 
Only textual knowledge 

cannot make one understand 

the majesty of motherhood 

else 

Living in an environ of like- minded poets 
Ardent frequent sittings turn into mere gossip 
of backbiting 

Then 

at no point of time 

you can turn into a poet 


In the true sense of the term 
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With the abovementioned sample 
one may just test 

adding some unexpressed samples 
whether one is a true poet or not 
even after that 


you are not able to leave the practice 


The summary of the poem is that 
turning a poet into a non-poet 
make a non-poet into poet 

So a poet do not leave poetry 
because 


Persistence pays 
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Guna Moran: He is an Assamese poet and critic. His poems 
are being translated into Italian and France language and 
have been published in various national and international 
magazines, journals, websites, newspapers such as The 
Tuck magazine, Spillword, The Merak magazine, The Setu 
magazine, Story Mirror, The Poem Hunter, The Sentinal, 
The Hills Times, Best Poetry and so on. 
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GHAZAL (AUTUMN) 
Leaves have started to fall, so they say we are in autumn, 


Everything has started to turn red and grey. We are in 
autumn. 


| want this morning and music and warmth of your hand 
with mine, 


| want this light whole night, come, let’s pray, we are in 
autumn. 


Look at the colours of this world. It makes me whirl. 


Don't ask what love can do in a day. We are in autumn. 
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Within me lies an ocean where a thousand wishes die ina 
minute, 


Can you see the sunset with a single ray? We are in 
autumn. 


In midnight | seek the clueless and dream the hopeless, 


Under the wet hem of my robe, | hear His word 'nay'- we 
are in autumn. 


It's the love of dried leaves which makes me sit under the 
Chinar, 


When | die | will soar above and angels will make a way; we 
are in autumn. 
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Imran Yousuf: Imran Yousuf is a Poet/Writer/Columnist/ 
Translator from Kashmir, India. Currently working as 
Columnist and Journalist, he has contributed his poems to 
various reputed magazines, journals and _ international 
anthologies. He has co-authored more than 10 anthologies 
and has also written a series of articles, about the great Sufi 
Poets of the Kashmir Valley (starting from 14th century), 
which were published across various newspapers and 
magazines and now being compiled into a book (to be 
launched soon). He is presently engaged in interviewing the 
current generation of great poets from the Kashmir valley. 
The articles will also be compiled and given the shape of a 
book soon. 
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AN ODE TO MY ALMA MATER 


Lost | was, 

Wandering hither and thither 

Just when you came into my life 

Getting admitted to your prestigious course 
Was a dream come true 

Entering your gates for the first time 

| was frozen 

Full of nervousness 

With a lot of thoughts in my mind 

Whether | will be able to hold your prestige 


Whether | deserve you or not 
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Whether | will be able to fit in or not 

But gradually, your red walls pacified me 

Took care of me 

Boosted my confidence with much needed motivation 


Gave me wings to fly and sacraments to bow myself down 
to the earth 


You saw me growing 

You aided my transition 

From being immature to becoming wise enough 
From being a bookworm to becoming an all-rounder 
You shaped my personality 

You were there whenever | fell 

To cheer me up 

You were there whenever | was cloud on 

To make me realise that | deserve to be happy 
You were there whenever | needed you 

It’s not only about the people | met 

It’s not only about the courses | studied 


It’s not only about activities | undertook 
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It’s also about your red walls 

It’s also about the lifetime memories you gave me 

It’s also about the chance you gave me to prove my mettle 
It’s also about the personality you helped me build 

Thank you Hansraj for everything 

Thanks for being Alma Mater 

You will always be missed 

You are there in my heart 

Residing in a special space! 


Proud to be a Hansarian!! 
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Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics graduate. | have contributed to various 
anthologies in the past. 
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BLUE SKIES 


After autumn’s amber splendor 
the world is dressed in wintery glow 


sparkling through long nights. 


Bright green springtime awakens 
diamond raindrops as shafts of 


sunlight burst open summer’s glory. 


We can always remember how many 


blue skies we shared together 


during these four seasons of our lives. 
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Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 


literary magazines and anthologies. She has four Best of the 
Net nominations. 
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URN DAY 

creator almighty 
creator of the universe 
creator of soil 

creator of soul 


creator of holiness 
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creator of yourself 

today we bow deep and low 

to the mysteries before us 

today we rest upon the remains of history 

the psalms and proverbs speaking clearly 

the legends of ancestors awake and mobile 

in languages silent except for the weeping of willows 
where the serpent hides 


today we bend and stretch and fold the fabric of time in 
which we are clothed 


we collect with clean hands the past from which we came 
and the future to which we shall return 

today the earth is not the earth 

today we walk upon the farthest star 

today we are the triangle, the tripod, the prism in light 
we have discovered the proof that creatures seek 
countless lives, one upon the other 

endless love, the heart of our mother 


today is the day we stop the world 
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to sing our cemetery songs 
the ghosts alive, the spirits in flight 


the urgency of life together 


fearless, we must live forever 


Joe Kidd: He is a multi-award-winning songwriter, speech 
writer, music/film critic, and ordained minister, inducted 
into Michigan Rock & Roll Hall of Fame 2017, recipient of 
Michigan Governor's and US House of Representatives 
certificates for work promoting Peace, Social Justice, 
Cultural Diversity. He lives in Detroit Michigan USA with 
partner, author/vocalist Sheila Burke. He has a CD titled 
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Everybody Has A Purpose 2015, a book of poetry titled The 
Invisible Waterhole 2020. His works appear in benefit 
recordings, Music For Japan, and Songs For Standing Rock, 
many poetry journals. He was on tour throughout North 
America and Western Europe. 


https://www.amazon.com/Joe-Kidd/e/BO89QYDXSM 


https://joekiddandsheilaburke.com 
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TRAIL 

On the careless lane of dusty days 
Unsure were the footsteps, 

Busy were some strides of haste 
And some were strolls 

Of scented leisure. 

Treasure 

Of the profound waste 


Of empty times. 
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Wider grew the lane 

And longer, its trail... 

With dust of nothingness, frail. 
The untamed weeds of wilderness 


Measured time. 


Visions grew hazy 

Until the dusty lane disappeared 
In a whispering dot 

At the wavering line 


Of the glistening horizon. 
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Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from 
Durgapur, West Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a 
freelance writer, painter, beauty advisor and jewellery 
designer and has a keen interest in music and art in 
general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, she 
has also published a poetry book. 
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THE CHILD 

| envied her so, so, much, the girl who was dressed 

In a white and blue robe-like dress: 

For she held in her arms what | longed and longed to hold... 


Golden curls, blue eyes, chubby cherubic face, rosy-fair, all 
over... 


It was the school Christmas play, 
And | was part of a group that sang the carols; 


While 'Mary', she got to play, Mother of the Christ child ! 
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And then | told Him, that if | can't come anywhere near 
him, 


He will have to come to me, 


With that | busied myself with the lights and the Star and 
the paper-rock cave.. 


The play ended, 

People came on stage with generous offerings 

To be used for the school charity 

And then everyone was dispersing... 

A novice nun got up from her place, 

Dressed in white, so young, she seemed to me, an angel, 
Foreigner, too, so the blonde curls 

And the blue eyes that | wished for so much, to have, 
She had: and such a smile, to match... 

With a gesture so unexpected, 

She took the doll symbolic of the baby Jesus 


From its manger and placed it, in my childish arms, 
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“You can have him, now. I've seen how you kept 
looking”...a knowing smile.. 


It was a moment that melted 
Me in myself and everything else, 


Child, as | was, | fully understood, 


The sacredness of the child! 


Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
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taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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OLD HIKING SHOES 

Don't grieve for me 

we're joined infinitely, you always said 

| had my place, next to the bed. 

don't grieve for me 

as I'm now put away in an old box. 

a dream washed away by life's constant call 
the shadows are now my only companion 
memories fade away in time; 

remember all the mountain trails we climbed? 


don't grieve for me 
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the old just crumble away into dust 
new memories are made; the old find their place. 
please, don't grieve for me 


I'm on the top shelf, next to your old train set. 


=_——*. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: Ken Allan Dronsfield is a disabled 
veteran and prize winning poet from New Hampshire, now 
residing in Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry 
Society of New Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to 
date; ‘The Cellaring', 'A Taint of Pity', ‘Zephyr's Whisper’, 
‘The Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and Scribbles’. 
Ken's been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize 
and six times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner 
for the 2018 and 2019, Realistic Poetry International Nature 
Poetry Contests. He has recently begun producing Creative 
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Content on his YouTube channel and has had wonderful 
success sharing his poetry. Ken loves’ writing, 
thunderstorms, and spending time with his cats Willa and 


Yumpy. 
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“FULL ALBUM 


Translation of song ‘Mere mehaboob qayamat hogji’ from 
Hindi movie 'Mr. X in Bombay’ 


My beloved, will today be my doomsday? 
Will my love be lost in your lane? 

My eyes are tearful at the thought 
Perhaps your heart must be feeling sorry 
| come to your lane often 

Singing songs of devotion 

You can’t bear to hear them 

Today | come to your lane 

To tell you it’s the end of my sad story 
You would perhaps let out a sigh 


Imagine you’re in love 


igy 


And your beloved avoids you 
God forbid you suffer like me 


My love story will meet its end in your lane today 


Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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TANGERINE DELIGHTS 

Today | felt Autumn’s chill. 

The tangerine sun crept 

Along crunchy pebbles, 
Skipping along a winding path... 


Piled high with a glory of Autumn leaves. 


| blew warmth into cupped fingers 


Filled with cold memories. 


Lonely thoughts escaped in puffs of vapour 
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Challenging the crisp, cold, 


Virgin air.... 


On gusty wind blown pages 

| wrote my words with a paint brush. 
Let my cheeks flush, 

A warm red blush, 


The sun’s thoughts of molten gold caressed. 


My hair turned auburn one last time. 

Dusk streamed her waving flag 

Yes, it’s almost time for the year’s twilight. 
Red, gold, yellow, amber, russet delights 


Danced their swan song in my mind’s eyes. 


Autumn tunes serenade, 


Sparks the tangerine embers to a scarlet glow. 


Let this pool of gold grow... 
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Be my destined destiny on Autumn’s lap 


Satiated am |, in this tangerine world of ethereal delight. 


Ketaki Mazumdar: | am a poet, a dreamer and an author. | 
reside in Mumbai, India, but grew up in Kolkata. After an 
amazing thirty-six years of being an educationist, receiving 
a National Award from the then President, Dr. Abdul Kalam, 
| now indulge in my passion for writing poetry and 
authoring children's books. | have contributed my poems to 
many poetry sites and authored a boutique book of 
hundred poems, for private circulation. | continue to learn, 
be awed by nature's beauty and mystery, human 
relationships and the spirituality of life and death. 
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In a day the city has a new face 

A magician pulling rabbit out of a hat; 

In a year its ambience malodorous 

Inch of space eating away concrete. 
Green unseated by thick red brick, 
Vegetation edged out by milling crowds, 
They move in, shrinking city’s arc 
Squeezing out the lifeline of spring, 

The new skyscraper with Mughal brow, 
Vapourises the seeds in clouds. 


Its spires point to silhouette of things, 
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Masonry snuffing out the glow. 
Eyes glued to the wall, in a stampede 


Of fears, clutching at the reed. 


K.S.Subramanian: | am a poet and short story writer living 
in Chennai. | have published two volumes of verse through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata. | have nine published short 
stories and also poems in several anthologies. "Dreams" 
got the Asian Age prize. 
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| AM THE REFULGENT MOTHER 

| watch you through my translucent third eye 
glimmering deep into your lows and highs 
nestled in the natural cycle of joys and sighs 


| am in the radiant sun, moon, tides low and high 


The sequined skies and stars sing my ditty 
blazingly perform my incensed lighted Aarti 
you may look for my gleaming face in sanctity 


in fire, earth, ether, in Nature’s elemental beauty 
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| change with the seasons yet | am the holy stasis 
| destroy evil but bless the good with divine bliss 
| live in the human, the plants, seas and azure 


| am the Universal Rhythm dancing in loving ire 


| am in swirling whirlwinds, the nub of your soul 
your iridescence a mirror of my Cosmic Whole 
my shifting multi-facets reflect your cyclical lives 


| breathe in your every breath, every act and vibes 


| am your baby asleep ensconced in your womb 
| am your Mother too to hold you till the tomb 
lam the wrath of the storm, the cool of the blue 


the transcendental kaleidoscope of life’s every hue 


| am invisibly embedded in your hallowed gyre 


| save you ever from the demons’ lustful mire 
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| am your sustenance, creation and annihilation 
| am the source, the goal of every regeneration 
lam Goddess, Woman, Mother, Love and Fire 


| am She, | am He, | am the refulgent Cosmic Power. 


Laksmisree Banerjee: Prof. Dr. Laksmisree Banerjee is an 
established Poet, Writer, Literary Critic and Educationist. 
She is a Senior Fulbright Scholar &Professor (USA), 
Commonwealth Scholar (UK), National Scholar & Gold 
Medalist of Calcutta University, India, UGC Post-Doctoral 
Research Awardee and Founder Vice Chancellor of Kolhan 
University, India. She has five published Books of Poetry 
and several Research Books and One Hundred Twenty 
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Academic Publications primarily on diverse areas of Poetry, 
Culture and Literature. Dr. Banerjee is also a Gold Medalist 
in Indian Classical Music and an established Radio, Stage & 
TV Vocalist of India, having performed globally. 
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KITE’S EYE 

The dimming of those strange stars brings the day, 

as our own familiar orb slowly advances upwards like a kite; 
her string let out gently by an unknown hand, 

her periphery disturbed only by fire’s touch. 

Yet one day she’ll be old and lame, 

and getting up will be harder, 

the dimensions of that kite having shrunk, 


her morning’s eye turned cloudy; 
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that same eye turning back toward our sphere 


without looking at us ever again. 


Linda Imbler: | am a poet residing in Wichita, Kansas, USA. | 
am a life-long learner who has spent the shutdown learning 
the location of all 197 countries around the world, and 
learning how to read Braille. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have six published poetry collections and one 
hybrid collection of short stories and linked poetry. I’m 
currently formatting the material for “Spica’s Frequency” to 
be published next summer. 
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YOU ARE MY POEM 

1. 

When you flow swiftly from my veins 

To the plain canvas, 

You become my poem. 

2. 

When my ink blushes with your thoughts 
and the color of ink changes to rose 


You come as my poem. 
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3. 

When | search alphabets to express me 
Spontaneously some letters dipped in red strikes me 
You flow in my poem. 

4. 

When | hear the roar of countless waves 
Swing of mood hits the cage 

You smile in my poem. 

5. 

When my mirror wants me to glow 

| dream of you as my goal 

You run in my poem. 

6. 

When | compete myself with the cuckoo, 
And fit the melody consequently 


You sing in my poem 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from  Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books: ‘Rhyme Of Rain’, ‘First Rain’, 
‘Tingling Parables’, and ‘Rivulet Of Emotions’. 
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TREASURE LOVE 


How | wish people knew the value of 'Love' the priceless 
treasure 


Treasure is the love in the stolen moments, prevalent in the 
loving times spent with our parents 


Parents hearty laughter at our idiosyncracies, childish 
pranks 


Pranks even the adults play, away from their kids eyes 
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Eyes are windows revealing the beauty of our souls 


Souls magically meet their soulmates among the millions of 
people 


People are just an entity living in this world to fulfill a 
purpose 


Purpose still unknown, a mystery to man living in 
uncertainty 


Uncertainty is actually a boon in disguise, one strives for 
the best 


Best performance, best execution of plans and best action 


Action is required in doing littlest of deeds, out of love, for 
love 


Love is the only, the most precious emotion we have, 
treasure it! 
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Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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FRIENDS 

People who 

Love and care like none 

Whenever life seems doomed and grey 
Don't let you tackle 

the adversaries alone 

Uplifting your mind 

Holding your heart 

Pranks and jokes 

Advices and support 


Anyhow they try 
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Making you feel alive 

Life seems better 

With these glorious ones 
Life rolls back on the tracks 
And once again 


We are fit to go! 
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Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social 
worker based in Kolkata, India. She has got published in 
various national and international anthologies and is 
regularly featured in popular literary magazines and e- 
zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass Publishing 
House, Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her credit. Madhu 
is a friendly, optimistic and compassionate person who 
believes in humanity and volunteers for the upliftment of 
the underprivileged and destitute. According to her, hope, 
belief, and perseverance are the powerful mantras that 
have the ability to pave our path towards success no matter 
what. Her writings often revolve around these keywords. 
She can be contacted at madhuj2203 @gmail.com. 
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COFFEE 

Coffee, dark, black and flavourful 

in your floral china cup, so colourful, 

On cold winter daybreaks, 

warms me up while the whole world wakes. 
Brings a smile on your lips 

and a simper on mine, taking hot sips; 

For a moment the hot black liquid 

caffeine, so addictive, 


makes my emotions surge, ideas grow in 


214 


as if dosed on amphetamine . 

The two warming hearts charge me 
up, two smoking cream coffee, 

the aromatic, enticing brew, 
Warming me through, 

Is it the cup that | keep holding, 
with different flavours unfolding, 
that acts as a stimulant 

to romanticism, so immanent! 

Is the heady, stimulating concoction 
an endorphin releasing confection? 
Both of us huddled 

and with the passing minutes lolled, 
Is it the creamy, smooth, smoking coffee | crave for 


or perhaps the smouldering you! 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
"THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS". She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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SINGING WINTERS 


This winter, | shall knit butterflies on my sleeves and take 
two tablespoons of sun each morning alongside sky’s rum 


This winter, | shall gift myself just the right amount of 
hangover to kickstart my days 


And in nights, feel the sizzling hot dough of moon with my 
lazy, relaxed fingers, kneading sparrows out of it 


Those releasing and chirping with the first rays 
This winter, | shall pickle my sadness into grand maa’s jars, 


harbouring in its place male zebra finches that would 
autotune my each day, my each dream 


With a song, a melody, a blossoming 


fresh, watermelon man! 
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Manisha Manhas: Manisha is a Poet residing in Pathankot. 
She has been published in many national and international 
journals. Writing poetry is a cathartic experience for her. 
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SUPERHERO 

| keep writing 

Continue expressing myself 

The noble thoughts or 
Revolutionary slogans...what! 

| dwell in the surprise, often 

From where the dark clouds come 
How the words pour 

What inside me! 

Triggers, and provokes 


My sensuality...! 
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Reinvigorates with me galore 
Charm, galore of nature 

Yet, melts with the sorrows 
Roughly, everywhere around 
Keenly impressed by the 
Innocent smile on faces 

Yet, can't be ignorant about 
The tears, cries of trodden 
Lament of women, hurts 

Stamp out of culture, evokes 
Few words to console, soothing 
Not enough, not enough at all 
No Robin hood, Batman or Superman 
Will appear to protect 

United, all have to stand 
Believe me, 


Will be more sturdy than Superheroes..... 
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Manjula Asthana Mahanti: | am a poet, novelist, writer, 
and translator, residing in Bhubaneshwar, Odisha. | work as 
editor with aabs publication. | have contributed to various 
national & international anthologies, e-magazines, OPA, 
etc. | have also published (novel 1, poetry collections 2, 
gazal sangrah 1, Abhishap Damini Ka novel, (translation) 
translated many poems. | have received, Shabd Sadhak & 
Kavi PantSmruti Sahitya Samman, Bharat Ratna Atal Behari 
Bajpai Award. 
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FAR OFF RUMBLES 

| hear the far off rumbles, 

Words half-formed, feelings yet unborn -- 
What keeps me glued clueless but taut, 


Is the unmistakable aroma of your soul. 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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MILES TO GO 

Every night 

In my dreams 

| walk miles 

Miles to go 

Before | aglow 

Into your arms 

That feels like home 
With your soft touch 


You being nonesuch 
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| walk to you 

Over the mountains 

Feeling the breeze 

Blowing its freshness in us 
Silently and deeply 

With the energy of storms 
Protecting us in its wilderness 
Moving us from 

The blooms of Spring 


To the fall of Autumn 


The colour of your shirt 
Reminds me of the sea 

We danced with the waves 
Rhythm of water 

Setting our soul free 


Calm, yet fierce 
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Smooth, yet pierce 
With each wave 
Hitting our feet 
Happiness surrounded 


In sand's heat 


Wishing the nights to be longer 
By every inch of the way 
So being with you 

could seem real 

Like the trees that whisper 
In the chilled wind 

That seems like the music 
From the whispering tree 
The silence of the night 
The echo of the sight 

The branches sway 


Hearing birds sing 
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Feelings your arms 


Like the spring 


Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three books - 
THE HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She has been bestowed with '100 
Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She has also 
been honored with the 'Women of Influence 2019' award 
presented on women's day in New Delhi. Along with her 
books, her work has been published in various anthologies 
and she is recipient of various other prizes in poetry 
competitions as well. 


(mehakgrover@amartex.com) 
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VIRUS IN THE AIR, SPASMS IN MY BACK 

There's a virus in the air, but | can't see it. 

People are dying around me, but | can't save them. 
There are spikes pierced in my back, 

spasms, but | can't touch them. 

Heartbeats, hell pulsating, my back muscles, 

| covet in my prayers. 

| turn right to the left, in my bed, then hang still. 
Nails impaled, | bleed hourly, 

Jesus on that cross. 


Now 73 years of age, my half-sister 92, 
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told me, "getting old isn't for sissies." 

| didn't believe her— 

until the first mimic words 

out of "Kipper" my new parakeet's mouth, 
sitting in his cage alone were 


"Daddy, it's not easy being green." 


Michael Lee Johnson: He lived ten years in Canada during 
the Vietnam era and is a dual citizen of the United States 
and Canada. Today he is a poet, freelance writer, amateur 
photographer, and small business owner in Itasca, DuPage 
County, Illinois. Mr. Johnson is published in more than 1098 
new publications, and his poems have appeared in 40 
countries, he edits, publishes ten poetry sites. Michael Lee 
Johnson has been nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards 
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poetry 2015/1 Best of the Net 2016/2 Best of the Net 2017, 
2 Best of the Net 2018. Two hundred seventeen poetry 
videos are now on YouTube: 


https://www.youtube.com/user/poetrymanusa/videos 
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SOLITUDE IS A BOAT OF CLOUD 
‘1 wandered lonely as a cloud’. 


My first serious encounter with loneliness as a word 
happened with ‘Daffodils’. | imagined myself as a cloud , 
fluffy, whimsical and free , wandering across the ocean of 
the sky. It might have ignited my mind, causing it to 
visualize many never seen sights. Like sparkling yellow 
flowers smiling at me. 


Later, once traveling by a train, to a village, far away from 
our township, my cousin brother sitting beside me, 
observed, looking at the tall palm trees, that those trees 
might be lonely but not alone for they stood in groups. 


Standing tall is a lonesome act, | learnt then. 
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All those prolific men who stood tall must have been lonely. 
Like Nelson Mandela. Vincent Van Gogh. Rabindranath 
Tagore. Pablo Neruda. Gabriel Garcia Marquez. 


Had they been alone? 


Tagore, Gogh, Mandela, | guess faced strange kind of 
loneliness. Marquez had a lonely bent of mind for sure. 
Neruda, can never be lonely. 


All these | can imagine with ease. 


Like the way | can imagine myself as a boat afloat in the 
ocean of sky. 


Like the way | imagine so many other things- hearing gongs 
of copper bells at wee hours of the mornings, finding a 
white stallion running gracefully through mustard field or 
visualizing a maiden standing at the gate of my house with 
a bouquet of flowers in one autumn morning. 


And it all happens because | am essentially a man who is 
fond of solitude. 


The sage like silence of incense bearing trees of the hills 
enchants me more than anything in the world. 


Once | spent a whole day wandering into a forest of pine 
and deodar and rhododendron half covered by mist and 
fog. 
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On another occasion | sat and ruminated over the 
connection between human soul and the rippling cascade, 
sitting beside a mountain stream. | spent hours there and 
went almost into a trance. 


There had been another beautiful night. | was sitting at the 
verandah of a cottage. It was the third. 


Moinak Dutta: | am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. 
| work as a teacher. | have contributed to various national 
and international anthologies. | have got two published 
fictions to my credit. My third fiction will be published 
soon. | have worked as editor of several anthologies. 
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Every time 

Every single drop of blood 

Came from a broken dream. 

A dream that had all the hopes 
And countless struggles, 

Visits to doctors, pills that gave 
nausea and headaches 

Needles pushed here and there 
With enthusiasm and warnings of 


Side effects! 
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Along came the taunts! 
The advice and the sighs 


To reveal the flaw, the unworthiness. 


But all these struggles and hopes and dreams 
And the tears of being denied by the fate 
The deep love that she felt for the child 

That she adored and kissed 

Told stories and sang lullabies 

In dreams, 


Made her a mother that she never could be. 
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Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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| AM QUITE AUTISTIC AND MAD! 

VERSE 

| am quite autistic and mad! 

So don't try to convince me that 

| am very sane and sober 

Because when everything's said and done 
| commit foolishness in every single way 
lam not going to deceive myself by believing 
There is sanity inside me that matters 

So be convinced | will retell myself 

lam such a clutz and stupid 


And whatever you Say it won't make me believe 
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| still deserve a place in the mainstream world 
No matter what 

| am not good enough to be normal 

lam inno position to agree that 

Ability does exist in me 

Because whenever | think about myself | tell 
Am | as autistic as people think? 

REVERSE 

Am | as autistic as people think? 

Because whenever | think about myself | tell 
Ability does exist in me 

lam inno position to agree that 

| am not good enough to be normal 

No matter what 

| still deserve a place in the mainstream world 
And whatever you say it won't make me believe 
| am such a clutz and stupid 


So be convinced | will retell myself 
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There's sanity inside me that matters 

lam not going to deceive myself by believing 
| commit foolishness in every single way 
Because when everything's said and done 

| am very sane and sober 

Don't try to convince me that 


lam quite autistic and mad! 
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Nikhat Mahmood: She is an English Lecturer, a short story 
writer and an occasional poet, she has translated from 
Urdu to English and also transliterated in Hindi, a book of 
poems ‘Zard PattoN ki Shawl’ written by a prominent 
Pakistani poet, several of her stories have been published 
in various anthologies and magazines. She is currently 
working on her debut book of short stories, Scent of the 
Bitter Almonds and a novel, Revived Oaths. She lives in 
Karachi with her husband and two children. 
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#TERMINATION DAV...! 
Time to defuse the bhakti, 
After all clay is clay 

Let me play, 

A statue of dead clay, 


It’s the termination day. 


Nine days or nine months, 


tolerance plays the ultimate one 


Kept me alive for all those offer, 
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Offer of bhakti, 

Despite the gender inequality, 
Great to see my worshippers, 
Everywhere merrymaking, 


Rejoicing my blessings | shower. 


From the seashore to the big pandal, 

Great journey 

in one eighty degree turn of godly life, 

Only the nature's ambience faded away 
Sigh...! 

In the blended cocktail of thoughts and taste, 
From a civilisation to another civilisation, 

| am still the mother that rides a lion, 


Not a rape victim of clay play for God sake. 


The next day is my departure, 


After nine days of stay with my worshippers, 
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Great visarjan ritual in the chest of rivers, 
Despite my choice, 

they throw me in dirty water, 

Same ending with mother and daughter, 
Difference was only my body, 

A body of clay matter, 


The termination of overflowing all pujo offers. 


Broken limbs of my statue protrude here and there, 
Somewhere in some abandoned corner, 

Or, 

in a dry malnourished body of water, 

It's only mud or clay matter, 

But what about the earthly Durgas.... 


Women around the world and its corner, 
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Nitusmita Saikia: By profession, an instructor in National 
Cadet Core, India, Nitusmita Saikia is a keen worshiper of 
literature. She is working presently in Jorhat Assam, India. A 
young budding poetess, Nitusmita Saikia, has been adored 
by the World society of poetry. She writes in both English 
and own regional language (Assamese). Being active in 
various online Poetry groups and blogs, she has been 
writing for E-Magazines like Tuck Magazine (USA), FM- 
Online (USA) poetry magazine, and blog Sparking.biz. With 
these, her poems have been published in various poetry 
anthologies National and International. 
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H20 

Two hydrogens and one oxygen combine 
to make a drink so very divine. 

Its ubiquity makes it so very treasured 


that every mouthful is a quantity so very measured. 
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Nivedita Karthik: Nivedita Karthik is a graduate in 
Immunology from the University of Oxford and works as a 
freelance editor/reviewer. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer. Her poems have appeared in 
Glomag, Visual Verse, Society of Classical Poets, Eskimo Pie 
Literary Magazine, Bamboo Hut Poetry Magazine and The 
Epoch Times and is forthcoming in The Sequoyah Cherokee 
River Journal. Her blog 
http://www.justrandomwithnk.com 


is where she writes on — you guessed it — “random” topics. 
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MY MOTHER AND | 

| remember a time, when my mother 

Was the beacon of my life. 

Her presence would light up my world 

Which seemed empty like a meaningless verse. 

Without her voice urging me to do things and not do things, 
When she died, a major chunk of my heart shriveled 

Like a plant who is denied water, the magic elixir 

| moved on without her, stepped into her shoes 


Without a hope of walking with her grace and lightness of 
step. 
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But | did, | became a mother and the broken pieces of the 
puzzle 


that was my heart soon settled into a unique pattern that 
was mine alone. 


Whatever may be the path | take; she is my guiding light. 
What defines me is not that |am a good mom, 
my one true happiness is that 


lam my mother’s daughter. 


248 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 
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When a child looks at me with wide, innocent eyes yet to 
be filled with life's experiences and tribulations, it reminds 
me of the adult responsibility of filling those eyes with 
sparkling glee. And for that, | must be responsible, 
organised, understanding, thoughtful, compassionate, kind 
and so much more. 


Out of love for children, adults must be disciplined and 
organized enough to offer a reliable, structured life. May 
morals and good sense prevail for the same. 


So when they look up to us, may they always see the best 
of their childhood. 


Happy Children's Day! 
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Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all my 
writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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TIME 

As sun wheeling slowly to the western horizon 
its feeble rays die away and shadows in hiding 
wait to swallow the vestiges of light, 

lost in the past, when | sit in a meditative pause, 
mind trapped in dark caves of despair 


Time is an injured traveler. 
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Morning dews glistening on leaves 

like diamond nose studs on avian noses 

and wind teasing the bare trees freshly bathed 
stirring endless buzzing of thoughts inside me 
that lend new worth and new vigour, 


Time is an acrobat swinging in a trapeze. 


In an evening reverie watching lovelorn waves 

crashing on the sandy shoreline without any lament 

like a taciturn worker gaily sowing seeds in untilled soil 
not allowing an iota of hope to fade, a perpetual toil 
driving away my sickening thoughts and smiting indolence, 


Time is a reticent and subservient companion. 
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Non-stop swinging of the pendulum and rotating needles 
prompting one to discard broken watches to keep time 


it is hard for subservient ones to lose face in the sands of 
time 


and one needs to tread ahead with borrowed time 
in the hour of need even on paths not beaten, when 


Time is a warrior, who never looks back. 


VE, 


Pankajam: Pankajam, retired from BHEL as DM/Finance, is 


a bilingual poet and novelist. In addition to several poems, 
book reviews and articles published in national and 
international journals, she has twenty three books to her 
credit, including thirteen books of poems, a translated 


254 


poetry collection in French. Three books on literary 
criticism viz., Femininity Poetic Endeavours, History of 
Contemporary Indian English Poetry-An Appraisal and 
Socio-Cultural Transition in Modern Indian English Writing 
& Translation discuss her works in detail. A book of critical 
essays and research papers on her poems has been 
published under the title ‘The Poetic Oeuvre of K 
Pankajam’. She has won many awards for poems and short 
stories including Rock Pebbles National Literary Award 
2019. 
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CONFUSION 


Most people get confused between a good heart and 
foolishness. 


If you go out of the way and help others. 


They exploit you and under their breath say, “What a fool | 
made of her! 


Let me plan what else to extract out of her”. 


| have the good fortune and am blessed to know two such 
foolish ladies. 


Most people confuse their goodness of heart as their 
foolishness. 


My enlightened, selfless mother and my dearest friend. 
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For them, doing for others and helping others has no end. 


| have always seen my mother give away her well-loved 
saris to my aunts. 


When we were small, she used to give our toys to other 
kids if they wanted them. 


My friend does that too, gives away her things without 
much ado. 


My mother has always looked after others without any 
expectation. 


She has missed family outings to cook for the extended 
family. 


While the others had a party and a walloping time. 
My mother’s happiness in that outing did not rhyme. 


My friend has missed out of fun in many birthday parties of 
my daughter. 


She has spent her time helping me behind the curtains. 
What nobody else will care to do. 

She will be there to do for you. 

Many will take help and will not be grateful at all. 


As if it was your prerogative to help so why be thankful. 
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It was foolish of you to volunteer to help. 


They will take the help and then shun you from 
themselves. 


So, beware of such opportunists who cannot differentiate. 


This is a serious and useful caveat. 


Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am a poetry crazy person, 
transformed from a scientist to a poet. | have five published 
books and the sixth to be released soon. Some of poems 
have been translated into 33 languages. My poems have 
been widely published in national and_ international 
journals. | am the Founder President of the Mumbai 
Chapter of the Intercultural Poetry and Performance 
Library. | have been blessed with numerous awards from 
India and abroad. 
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Pic by Parasuram Ramamoorthi 
On the banks of Kaveri 
Triveni Sangama 
| compose this poem. 
Three tributaries merge 
A threesome. 
No violence 


Gentle flow 
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| see a crane waiting for a fish 
Some priests performing last rites of a dead person. 
Thoughts of death overwhelm me 


Is this the river that would take me beyond this life? 


| dipped my feet in Kaveri 
Rejuvenating 

Kauveri enters my space 
Energy changed 


Bliss, peace and power. 
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Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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| NESTLE 

In the broken glass of your arms, 

Nuzzle into your jagged edges, 

Pull your comfort blanket of sharp spikes 
Over my bloodied skin. 

Snuggle up to your cold forgetfulness. 


You mother me with hurt 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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FICKLE PRICKLES 
Wilt thou me mine, 
Sweet Porcupine? 
For ever until, 


Thou hast had thy fill? 


Oh prickly pear, 
My life to share. 
Undying love, 


From heaven above. 
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But to write to thee then, 
My words need a pen. 
Ink doth still, 


Require thy quill. 


So | pluck my troth, 
And | am left with a sloth? 
Oh dear, | am lost, 


What dreadful cost. 


And now | know, 
As your back doth show, 
Not so fine, 


Spineless Porcupine. 


Ah what is that? 


White stripe on a cat? 
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From head to tail 


My love will never fail. 


Phew! !!! 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child." He 
was diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and 
died in 2015. 
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Painting by Pooja Suresh 


Feathers of a kind 

Brown, yellow and pale that bind 
with nature, caressing and beholding 
a beautiful petite bird 


as it flies, as it flies.. 


Wind carried the sound of its chirps 


Its tunes still linger in my mind 


Yes a Sparrow 
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It is a Sparrow a commoner you'd find 


In every garden as it flies, as it flies.. 


Lost for years, ‘twas gone for years 
Curtained between branches, doors and trees 


Ruefully hunted and exploited by Scavengers, many hearts 
lamented its return 


Its return from dark times and extinction 


Then, later one day | hear it's chirps again 
As it perches by my window 


The wind gently carrying the smell of Flowers and sound of 
its chirps 


Like music that lingers in my mind 
Yes it is a Sparrow 
A sparrow that deserves every 


Secure shelter, dawn and shine 
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Pooja Suresh: Hello! | am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming 
Carnatic music vocalist and | perform concerts along with 
my sister. We sing as vocal duets and | also play the 
instrument Veena. | started writing as a hobby, and now, 
take part in various writing prompts and programs. | also 
recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a 
goal of 10000 words and received an honorable mention 
for one of my poems on togetherness written for On Fire 
Cultural Movement. | aspire to write more and read more. 
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BROKEN GLASS 

Even if broken, 

Be a magnificent broken glass, 
Hold rainbow within, like a prism- 
Keep reflecting mirrored images 
In miniscule bits and pieces, 


Be the whole of who you are in each of your destructed 
fragments- 


Create a million versions of yourself 
In innumerable angles, 
Even when crushed into fine powder- 


Emit radiance in every grain, 
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And keep glowing with brilliance. 
Never forget that you also nourish within- 


The power to pierce through sharp- 


Till it bleeds like hell. 


Prabha Prakash: | am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. | am 
a Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. 
My first poetry anthology "Lost Monsoon" has been 
published by Writers Workshop Kolkata. | have been 
selected for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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unSAID 


What left unsaid 


says it all 


Ever through mind 


it recalls 


Picture with happy faces 


right against the wall 


Says it all 


says it all 
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Not to the place 
where she was born 
But to the place 


where she was brought 


Made new bonds 
felt adored 
Years after 


changed it all 


Wept and slept 
she felt alone 
Those happy faces 


are long gone 
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Who are they? 
Now seem unknown 
Don’t wanna try 


not anymore 


Picture with happy faces 
right against the wall 
will always be her favourite 


Amongst all 
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Pragya Sharma: | am a poet residing in Muzaffarnagar, 
India. I’m an engineering student. | have contributed to 
monthly online poetry/prose magazine. 
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A LONG DISTANCE PHONE CALL 
| have a long chat with life 


Even if it sounds like a monologue, very often | feel as if 
somebody is there somewhere, when | am in search of 
light. 


Tunnel is not always deep dark and lonely 

Blood finds its route even in the green valley of veins! 
Wound seems a doorway to heart 

Tear cleanses the soul perennially 


Lips are but silent shores 
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Giving way to the turbulent winds. 
Waves talk to waves, Fishes talk to nets 


Sea talks to shores, tidal waves are part of life. 


When she talks, goes on talking till | reach the other side of 
the shore, floating in her two beautiful eyes. 


Her eye, to me is just a paper boat of dream 
Her face is the innocent face of an aboriginal civilization! 
Her delicate palm is the nest of millions of dragonflies 


Her foot over my heart seems as if the first step on the 
Moon 


She is the pious breeze that blows in the celestial city of 
life. 


Her voice is the voice of the nightingale singing the song of 
life 


She is the omnipresent sky spreading her wings. 


Wherever eyes go, in her forehead | could see a beautiful 
lively Sun rise, 


She is the blood dust of a dawn reigning supreme. 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and_ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International, etc. 
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Post retirement a new beginning, 


Post war, peacekeeping and building new lives and 
societies, 


Post breakups, pick up your pieces, or discard them, or 
repair them, your choice! 


Post defeat, look in and try to mend your mistakes, 
Coming to the end of the year, 


Look back and introspect, 
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Chart a new course, to not make last year’s mistakes in the 
new year! 


Coming to the end of your life, 
Accept that you have to leave, 
Be thankful and grateful for the good times, 


Ask forgiveness of all those you wronged, remembered and 
forgotten, 


Prepare for a new innings in another time frame! 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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IN SEARCH OF 

The one who pretends to be wise 
Wanders temples to jungles 
Mountains to caves 

In search of the divine 

The one on the path of wisdom 
Finds Him within 

And in the smile of his fellow beings 
Each and every moment 

He sings to the tune of his soul 


Dances with the divine 
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The heavenly fragrance of love 


Spreads in and around. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
Skills, published poems in various anthologies and 
periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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PERCEPTION 

When life uplifts the secret 
between light and darkness, 
between fantasy and truth , 
between birth and death, 
between heaven and hell, 
between failure and success, 
between pain and pleasure, 
between rain and sunshine, 


Then the whisper makes noise 
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seeking a tunnel , 

And the thickness of body 
Experiences the vision 

of gaining a life lesson. 

Surprises raise the curtain in-between 
From the boundary line. 

There emerges an enigma 

that couldn't be revealed 

A silent wall that is locked from inside, and 
starts kicking the iron cell 

The valley of death haunts the sky 
Sinful desire collapses in the huts 
body suffers, 


finally the soul gets freedom from life. 
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Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state ‘Assam’ (India), 
the poetess, Mrs Preety Bora started writing from her 
college days. She lives in a city called Golaghat with her 
family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. She writes in 
both languages: in English and in Assamese (her mother 
tongue). Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines in India and in foreign 
countries. 
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YE BIK GAYI HAI 
* GORMINT * 


MOHABBAT-SHOHABBAT 


What you are doing 
Mohabbat-shohabbat 
And all? Mohabbat is 
Nothing but only the 
Love Jihad and we are 
Telling you to doing 
Ram Nam Satya Hai 
To that and doing only 


Prem. Prem of your 
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Caste and your Dharam 
And not looking at 

Greek god body or earning 
Capacity or seerat or surat 
(Surat cleanest city no 
plague since 1992) 

But obeying only to the 
Mother Father who are 
Doing selection of best 

NRI groom with diwala- 
Making dowry but at least 
Matching to the kundalis 
And the gotra and the 
Caste and the prejudices 
That we no reason to be 
Discontinuing because they 
Are parampara and they are 


Keeping Uncleji Auntyji 
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Busy and not thinking about 


Why bik hai hai gormint. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: | am a writer residing in Thane, 
India. | work as freelance copywriter. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published poems in many 
magazines and poetry anthologies. | was felicitated at 
Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing poems in 11 
different languages. 
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CROW AND ME THE SAME PLIGHT 

In crow’s beak not a bone 

Not a sea smelling fish or dead crumb, 
Nor a piece of grass green, in the field 


Walkers’ bed of aura soon be fed, 


In cow’s graze maze amazing, 
In due course of time, dry and dead 
bunch of straw bundled in a corner; 


shift and shift in the cow’s tent, 
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master’s delightful duty. 
Am | digressing, certainly not. 
My poem, composed some 


Twenty years ago, retrieved 


from my ancient trunk idle, 
now to the write a facelift , 
this poem, wind’s sway, now 


away from the gentle touch of crow, 


my efforts to trace it now elsewhere; 
my growing apprehension 
some spicy pudding neatly 


stuffed, flying, flying far off, 


in a far off trolley, idle stay. 


lam running after it, 
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Crow’s flight to unknown 


In its steered path, still a wonder. 


My long forgotten poem 
My recently retrieved poem 
Seeks an asylum 


Elsewhere, its own cove. 
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Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


Her blogs: 
pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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TODAY AND TOMORROW 
Today my child slept in a separate room. 
Two more months, and she’Il be twelve. 


Twelve more years, and she'll leave home. 


Change does not suit me. I’ve hated it, always. 

| hated her new independence and tried my best 
To bring her back to our room where four of us 
have been sleeping since the little one was born, 


before that, three of us. She would not listen. 
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Darkness, ghost, solitariness, | counted reasons 
against her decision and she laughed them away. 
| went to bed, tossed and turned, told wife 
about the child alone in another room. 

She had never slept alone, ever, | said. 

No one listens to me. | try once more. 

| recite the list to the child, after waking her up 
from her comfortable sleep. | add to the list 


the one mosquito | had seen at her foot right then. 


She has listened to me today and returned. 
| can sleep in peace today. 
What happens tomorrow? 


And twelve years later? 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP E-zine, a poetry e-zine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 


https://poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com 
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pic by Jan Illingsworth 


HE CAME AS A STRANGER 

He came as a Stranger, and sneaked 

Into my dreamland surreptitiously; 
Somehow, he read my mind's opaque slate, 


Filled with worries and agonies galore; 


With a smiling face, he touched my eyes, 


And waved his magic wand to let 


Me explore the world with the glasses new; 
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He pointed towards the clear blue sky, 

Where white clouds were sailing like boats; 

He let me hear the nightingale's lilting songs, 
And sweet-sour chattering of colourful birds; 
He pointed towards the blue mountains, 
Topped with bright flakes of ice in white; 

He showed me the pristine beauty of 

Green leaves, looking afresh in the falling rains; 
| saw an old couple walking hand-in-hand, 


Laughing heartily overlooking the life's patchy terrain; 


With so much around me to watch and enjoy, 
Why I'm lying in a melancholic stance? 
Asking me in hushed tones time and again, 
He taught me lessons to fight the pain, 
Urging me to feel the life as though 


Living in a magical and beautiful trance. 
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Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is currently pursuing his PhD in Law from 
Lucknow University. He has two published collections of 
poems, titled ‘Moon is Black’ and ‘Circle Of Life’. He also 
has one collection of Hindi poems. His English poems have 
found place in different poetry journals and newspapers’ 
literary supplements. He also has authored two books on 
Law. 
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DREAM GIRL 

Amid blasting music 

and flashing lights-- 

An array of blues and gold, 
she appears and swims in the 


midnight river of the bar: 


The translucent honey doll 

with firefly eyes 

dances seductively in a scanty top 
with swaying movements of her hips 
to a bollywood track-- 


Her thick obsidian hair 


299 


cascading down her caramel skin 
like the waves eventide 


on a sandy beach! 


No one knows the horrors 

this girl has endured; 

no one knows this is not 

her desired way of life-- 

Soon she'd suffer the same fate 

as an empty wine bottle 

to be thrown off with a bit of dregs, 
or a cigarette butt 


smoked and thrown off! 


The village and her parents-- 
All have become pictures 
on a fading album page 


wrapped in uncertainty, 
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full of melancholy murmurs! 
She dreams in darkness 
feeling the ache and the 


lost contours deep in her bones! 


Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Poet, professor (English), author, 
critic and research supervisor, RTM Nagpur University, 
Nagpur, India, Dr.Ranjana Sharan Sinha is a well-known 
voice in Indian Poetry in English with a number of awards to 
her credit. Received commendation from the former 
President of India, A.P.J.Abdul Kalam for her poem ‘Mother 
Nature’ contained in her collection ‘Spring Zone’. Two of 
her poems 'The Silent Shore’ and 'She's Gone Forever' have 
been included in the university syllabus prescribed for 
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M.A.(English) 4 semester, Purnea University, Purnia. She is 
widely published at national and international levels in 
print and online. She has authored and published 08 books 
in different genres and 50 research papers. 
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DECEMBER FLOWER 

Hesitantly, languidly 

During late evening's mild darkness 
Cold wind entered the town 
Wearing a heavy garment 


Seeking its own asylum! 


It saw with wonder 


Men, women and children 


Scurrying home 
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Afraid of winter's 


Penetrating smell! 


| saw my wind 

Moving swiftly 

Over a poor tramp 

On the street, telling him 


Certainly | won't be your blanket! 


December's dusky hibiscus 
Whispered in wind's ears 
‘Spread over me fully 

| know before | die tonight 


That | can share your burden'!... 
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Ravi Ranganathan: Ravi Ranganathan is a writer, critic and 
a poet from Chennai. He is also a retired banker. He has to 
his credit three books of poems entitled ‘Lyrics of Life’ and 
‘Blade of green grass’ and 'Of Cloudless Climes'. He revels in 
writing his thought-provoking short poems called ‘Myku’. 
He writes regularly for several anthologies. His awards 
include recognition in 'Poiesis award for excellence’ of 
Poiesisonline, Sahitya Gaurav award by Literati Cosmos 
Society, Mathura and’ Master of creative Impulse ‘award by 
Philosophyque Poetica. He contributes poems for the half- 
yearly Poetry book Metverse Muse. He writes regularly for 
the annual anthologies of Guntur Poetry festival and 
Amaravati Poetic Prism. He is a regular contributor for 
Glomag and weekly contributor for the webzine ‘Literary 
Vibes’. 
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ROSES 

Once | would collect all the dry twigs 
sweep the dead leaves into neat heaps 
lay them on the mud floor before me 
let the setting sun jaywalk over them 
forming motifs unseen before 


and call it poetry 


now | keep a small trench ready 


before autumn sets in through the trees 
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and standing on the edge, nudge 

the fallen ones into their graves 

for a winter sleep within 

till they emerge with rose-coloured pouts 
through thorns, leaves and foliage 

ready to cause spring-bursts 


and proclaim poetry 


Reena Prasad: Reena R's poems have been published in 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Glomag, Duane’s Poe Tree, Mad 
Swirl, etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s Poet of the 
year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
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Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
in the ‘World Union Of Poet’s’ poetry competition, 2016 
and won an award for poetry in 2016 As ‘You Like It 
International Poetry Contest’, commemorating the 400th 
anniversary of Shakespeare. She won the Reuel 
International Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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MY BROKEN WINGS 

Last night | had a dream 

That | was an Angel in the sky 
Soaring high among the stars 
So exhilarating and | smiled 
But too fast my wings 


Blowing in the wind! 
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A most uncertain flight indeed 
| did not know just where I’d land 
Without direction or a simple map, 


On my way down, | thought of you! 


Desperation in desire abandoned 
All my fears though my wings 
Were falling apart the only 
Purpose for this journey 


Was your love within my heart! 


| did not lose hope or faith 
Kept composure and remained 
Calm for as by luck when 

| came down | fell straight 


Into your loving arms! 
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Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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AN UMBRELLA FOR FEW OCCASIONS 
button activated 


at the base 
hung upside down 
like a sleeping 


black bat 


by the front door 
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an umbrella 


for few occasions 


more bit actor 


than practical constant 


what a way 


to spend your time 


while the sleeveless 
party girl sun 
is out on the 


town. 
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Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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DIVINITY AND DESPAIR 

They say she is a divine form, 
Worshipped every year, 

But when it comes to basic rights 
What happens to you, the devotees? 


Why do you suppress her? 


She (supposedly) loses her divinity 


The first time she bleeds, 


Alas! The goddess is now impure! 
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And forced to isolate for no fault of hers, 


No matter how much she pleads. 


They say we are equal, but outside 
We have to take care of our clothing. 
My sister and | don't like it, but 

My mother says we have no choice; 


The stares are uncomfortable and jarring. 


The two of us are still free, 

But what of the rest of my sisters? 

| shudder to think of brides my own age, 
Given away without consent. 


Spending the rest of their lives with utensils and cloth 
dusters... 


The double standards make me want to throw up; 
The hypocrisy is so very annoying! 


| wish they could be free, 
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These sisters of mine, 


And fulfill the desires they are suppressing... 


Samixa Bajaj: | am a fifteen-year-old poetess residing in 
Guwahati, India. | am a student of Class 10. | am a regular 
contributor to GloMag and also have had my _ work 
published in the annual school magazine. | hope to be able 
to pen even better verses in days to come. 
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THE WOMAN IN HER 


There's the woman in her - one who loves with a fierce 
caress 


Eyes swimming in hues of a sunset by the Siene 


A heart she wears on her sleeve, weeping sparkles of 
passionate love into riverines of grief 


Reflecting shards of a broken moon - half smiling, treading 
gently over icicles of moon-dust 
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Her heart's in a million pieces, each refracting a zillion 
dreams... 


She is both calm and storm 


And perhaps that’s what you love about her - the beautiful 
paradox that she is... 


Like golden flames over sheets of white ice, sprinkled with a 
delicate fragrance of untainted emotions 


Immersed in a longing to be embraced 


And yet graceful enough to dance with the storms... 


Isn't that why you're so drawn towards her? 


For, in those turquoise stares are ripples of words that 
never escape her lips 


And you can feel every inch of her porcelain skin that 
throbs of scars - a silent celebration of valiance 


At once, a calm submission with a small half-smile... 
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She's broken and you can see life wisping away from her 
rosy cheeks 


And yet, there's this tiara of blue butterflies that adorns her 
golden tresses 


You know she's beyond you - having made her way past the 
alleyways of Hell 


And that's what makes you crave the burn - the soft kiss of 
her cold lips that leaves you inflamed in that dazzling 
warmth 


Perhaps you love her because you know... 


She's like the broken moon - her half smile enough to 
assure you that you are free to come and go - at will 


Since she is a woman who'll continue to flow like the Siene 


Her rivulets of pain and that brief blossom of hope 
disappearing into bronze sands, without a whisper 


Silently shining because she is meant to... 


The broken moon watching icicles of her bits and pieces 
merge 
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At the distant outline where earth and sky meet to make 
love 


Only, you know that outline is always a blurred one 


And she will be there to say goodbye with her same half- 
smile... 


Pity though, 
You wouldn't dare to know the woman she really is 


The Siene in spate - you don't think that's possible, right? 


Samrudhi Dash (Inara): | am a poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
| write under the pseudonym ‘"Inara’. Along with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international 
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e-zines and magazines, | have published till date five solo 
poetry anthologies and three novels and conceptualised 
and edited four anthologies of different genres. | write 
under the pseudonym “Inara” and have completed my 
Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal Nehru 
University, New Delhi. My signature words are “Hope, Live, 
Believe”. | have recently published my third novel “Letters 
from A Stranger - A Life Changing Map”, a blend of a 
medical thriller with epistolary and _ philosophical 
underpinnings which is now available as an e-book on 
Amazon Kindle and figured in the Amazon Bestseller List at 
Rank 10. 
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FEVER 

Every night an unknown fever 
grows in me. 

Slowly it spreads its twines 
and makes a braid around me. 
Burns me, smothers me. 


As if it has born to kill me. 


| smile, engrossedly | watch its joyful play and 


It dances like a snake. 
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| don’t know who the snake-charmer is. 

Who plays the flute but 

| allow it to dance in me, 

It dances merrily. 

In the thermometer the silver mercury dances too 


And announces how happy my fever is! 


And Lo! | wake up in the morning with 


Milky plumerias, smiling 


In my braid! 
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Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura, is a teacher, and a 
bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in different 
prestigious national and international anthologies, journals 
& magazines. Apart from writing, as an elocutionist and as 
an actor, she is actively engaged in cultural activities. Along 
with stage, she is a regular artiste of television and radio 
too. 
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pic by Dr. Santosh Bakaya 


DIMPLED DELIGHT 

| look at the sun-striped trees, 

ears pricked to the ceaseless chatter of chaffinches, 
appearing to have gone mad at the dawn of another morn. 
Gone is their languor, mesmerized as they are 


by the tangerine sun peeping through the trees. 
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A little distance away, the goats can be heard bleating 
and stammering out early morning greetings to each other. 
The leaves shimmer with dew- drenched dimpled delight, 
and the surroundings pulsate with a joyously stirring life, 
brimming with promises galore. 

The labourer woman near the construction site 

looks around with a wistful look, 

eyes fixed on a rainwater pond, 

recalling the idyllic hues of her village 

and the murky pond fronting their tiny hut, 

where they often foraged for things edible, 


and coots cruised along, to the beats of some unsung song. 


327 


Santosh Bakaya: | am the winner of the international Reuel 
Award for my narrative poem, Oh Hark! [ 2014] and Setu 
Award in recognition of a stellar contribution to world 
literature [2018]. | have been critically acclaimed for my 
poetic biography of Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu and 
am an educationist, poet, essayist, novelist, and TEDx 
speaker, my Ted talk on the myth of Writer's Block being 
very popular in creative writing classes. My latest ebook, a 
poetic collaboration with Dr. Ampat Koshy, Vodka by the 
Volga is an Amazon bestseller. 
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MY MIDNIGHT WALK... 

When | was awake at the midnight 
| was blue and had no clue what 

| would do at this hour of the night 


| went outside pacing on the road which was dark and 
lonely 


Dogs barking everywhere 
A feeling of fear gripped me tightening my hearts strings 


A melody started playing | could hear from a far far away 
place 


Cry of the lonely souls disturbing my heart n soul 


| sat down on a bench nearby thoughts wandering here and 
there 
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Why there is so much loneliness when the world is filled 
with people of different kinds 


Ah ! | got the answer which struck my mind like a 
thunderbolt 


There is one word lacking in life no love among people 
exists 


All have turned greedy and selfish 


| looked up at the sky and saw a shooting star and made a 
wish that the world be at peace and let there be daily bread 
for everyone, and there is no war to destroy the world, 
nothing much | ask for! 


| felt happy | made a wish when | saw the shooting star and 
walked home and slept till | saw the sunrays peeping 


through my heart’s window ! 
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Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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As the sky changed its hue, 
To a shade of dark blue 
And later to a black jet 


The sun had long set 


The night was a no moon 
But to judge it would be dark was too soon 
As fireworks rose in the air 


Climbed up the deep sky, a spectacle to stare 
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The lit balconies and porches 

Looked like midnight torches 

Lit up the whole country 

And once again the Indian spirit was unleashed free 


Such is the festival of Diwali 
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Sara Bubber: | am Sara Bubber, holding a postgraduate 
degree in Human Development and Family Studies. Human 
beings and my love of stories came together and made me 
a storyteller! My poetry and storytelling also came together 
and made me a poetic storyteller! | write the story of my 
life through a spiritual journey and love spending my time 
in meditation and hosting webinars in my _ spiritual 
organisation too! 
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CASTING CARDS 

| wouldn’t dare 

call myself a poet 

or an artist/or a warrior 

or a fighter/or a servant/or a stoic 


ora fool 
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I’m just a hermit and a vagabond 


going within so | can wander 


but these pines work well as bones 


sturdy long enough to carry the hour 


and all this dirt will eventually receive 


the same returns of what once was offered 


profit every whisper of groaning breath 
pilfer soecks of sand from six scratched eyes 
protect the black of my lungs/ 


tongue with glazed amber 


Harvest the autumn 


red leaves sign caution 
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blood in the engine 


ghosts crawling through dry veins 


Spells cast the season 
cold snap of reason 
heavy pulse turn plasma 


gears shifting beneath the plates 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: He lives and writes in the suburbs 
outside of Atlanta, Georgia, USA. His work has been 
nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Bengali, Dutch, French, Italian, Kurdish, 
Persian, Serbian, and Spanish. His sixth book, Of Sand and 
Sugar, was released in 2019 through Cyberwit Press. He 
hosts a podcast, Songs of Selah, that airs weekly on 
17Numa Radio and features interviews with contemporary 
poets, artists, musicians, and health advocates. More about 
Outlar's work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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SAGA OF LIFE AND DEATH 

A mere whisper 

Threads of life slowly ebbing away 
A smile here, movement there 


Emotions holding sway 


Seemingly paralysed 
In a plethora of stillness 
Smiles, never vanishing 


Into the vast conundrum of muteness 
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A life fruitfully spent 
Never a moment to lose 
Slowly but surely 
Dissolving into a singularly 


Revolving sadness 


Is there hope remaining 
The mind dwells on 


A seemingly placid note 


A revival says the mind 


Rising like the Phoenix 


From the sacred ashes 


339 


Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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CEREBRUM JUNCTION 

Sometimes with no word on the public address system, 
a train exits the junction, dizzy and skipping rails. 
Stations are marked, but this train cannot be trusted. 

It crosses into fantasy beyond dream or architecture. 

A constant hum of crowds and unkept beats, 

refrains of past mistakes and probable redressal. 
Mowing down memories, moved by speed of thought. 


Hooting an ancient whistle, this steam-electric hybrid fails 
all restraint. 


341 


We reach destinations in startling time; 

bestow on distant stations our simultaneous presence. 
Breathless couplings in lonely night compartments, 
birthing deathless saplings of love and irony. 

We seek a figure, station master, driver, an arm with a flag. 
A figment of our whim or fear, a fond creation; or a friend? 
Sometimes in hush of night, a train eases in. 


The platform creaks with the restless breath of poetry. 
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Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar Varma 
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A LOOK AT LIFE-141 

The earth is mine 

So the water, air, fire and space. 

They hold me, 

Sustain my existence and 

Let me move ahead 

With my infinite journey towards infinity 
Many births | have taken 

Many lives | have lived 


Many deaths | have died 
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They have been with me since ages 


Preparing me for that ultimate moment. 


As and when | come 

They come and combine, 

Give me a beautiful body 

Mind and intellect 

To think and assess, 

Enable consciousness under the veil 

To come out, observe and deduct 

And arrive at the truth 

It is the body 

Through which consciousness is manifested. 


Sans a physical body no evolution is possible. 


| am earth, water, air, fire and space 


lam the body, | am the mind and intellect 


Yet |am much above these 
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| am the pure consciousness 

Having no beginning, no end 

But it is the physical form 

That makes way for the journey 

From body, mind, intellect to consciousness. 
From mundane to the Divine 

From pain and sorrow to bliss 


From death to immortality 


| love my body 
Hope it will carry me 
Till | realise and 


Go beyond it 
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, is from 
Padmapur, Jagatsingpur, Odisha. He works as Finance 
Officer in Govt of Odisha. He is a multilingual poet, essayist 
and writer whose write-ups are published in newspapers 
and in more than two hundred national and international 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He writes extensively 
on life and its intricacies which are widely acclaimed. He is a 
featured poet of the PENTAS!I B World Friendship Poetry 
and Year of The Poet, U.S.A. His collection of poems and 
prose are published in his blogs under the heading A LOOK 
AT LIFE, SOMETHING | LOOK AT, A LOOK, THE RIVULET, 
THINK ONCE MORE, THE JOURNEY, AU THARE, AU EKA 
GAPA, SROTASWINI, JATRA, THE JOURNEY etc. 


smrutiweb.wordpress.com 


smrutitanuja.blogspot.com 
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BETWEEN HER PETALS 

The leaves of the trees 

like her hands 

reaching out 

fingers and veins 

waving through the sunshine 
her mouth opens 


screaming at me in color 


348 


smelling as loud 

like a hibiscus flower 

sticking out her stamen tongue 
stained pink with pollen 

her warm honey 

my warm honey 

flow thick 

golden 

sticky 

slow milk 

between her petals, throbbing 
my fingerprints 

moist 

her lips sweet and warm 

her salt on my tongue 

shadow and light 

texture and temperature 


beads of moisture 
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all rotating within the day 
posturing 

poses changing unseen 
following the sun’s path 
unnoticed 

cinnamon 

the radiance of her hair 
colorful blurs 

rotating around 
darkness 

sound echoing 

off of 

silence 

cold pulling in 

the heat 

heat pulled from 

the cold 


her lips sweet and warm 
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my salt on her tongue 
our energy and motion sexual 
we are one under the sun 


devouring ourselves 


351 


Stefan Bohdan: He lives in Orlando, Florida USA. He is 
retired from the architectural/engineering/construction 
world. He now spends his time writing poems and novels. 
His English poems have been published in multiple books, 
anthologies, journals, Ezines and translated into Persian 
(Farsi), Arabic, Urdu, Nepali, Hindi, Bengali, Estonian, 
French, Spanish, old Japanese, Dutch, Afrikaans, Turkish, 
Italian, Malayalam, Assamese, Tamil, Bosnian-Croatian- 
Serbian and Hebrew. He is internationally published. 


http://www.amazon.com/author/stefanbohdan 
StefanBohdan@yahoo.com 


https://www.facebook.com/StefanBohdan. Poet 
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ELEPHANT GROOMING: See the elephant trumpet and sing 
his joy. From being groomed and cleaned by the water boy. 
Removing all the African plains dust. A Friendship built on 
trust. 


HIBERNATION: Winter puts most things to bed. Until spring 
says wake up sleepy heads. 
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CHILD OUT IN THE COLD: I’m a child out in the cold 
unhappy. Wake me up when you hold me. 


Stephen Goetz: Poet living in Lincoln City, Oregon USA. 
Likes to explore the universe with my mind to be creative. 
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ARCTIC OCEAN age 


INDIAN 
OCEAN 


SOUTHERN OCEAN =! SOUTHERN OCEAN 


GEOGRAPHICAL MUTTERINGS 

The sea of Murmura has stopped murmuring 
sweet nothings and nonsensical utterings 
The Bosporus sea may have become porous 
what with chemicals and phosphorus 

The Aegean sea has since well aged 

refuses to entertain messages paged 

The Black sea refuses to change its colour 
The Red sea sees red whenever presented a questionnaire 
The Dead sea is you guessed right DeaD 
charming roses may be pink yellow or Red 


Atlantic the Atlantis is in a state of bother 
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all currents counter currents flow to smother 

Pacific tries to pacify sucking brine through the pacifier 
The Indian Ocean whispers things Indian 

Ah ! A minnow among the minions 

The Bay of Bengal bays for blood 

choked it is with silt brought by floods 

So the choppy waters chops with suds 


thrashing the shores with dud thuds 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee’s poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Mélange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 
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| AM MORE LIKE YOU 

| was like an empty pitcher 

till you filled the void with subtleties of love 
| sat like a dumb doll 

pining for respite from the womb of decay 
season after season passed 

echoes of deafening silence... 


haunted my mind’s foggy pathway 
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| bloomed...when you painted me with your hue 

your loving gesture silenced thousand muffled moans 
pampered my crushed soul 

| gladly shed old ensembles 

was ready to born anew 

million dreams hidden under crevices of unspoken words 


overhauled for an instant brew 


O! Alchemist 

you have cast me in a strange amalgam 

your gentle but deft strokes 

have chiselled a new me out of plain and non-glamorous 
now | am more like you 


you may agree or differ 


Yet, | do not know 


why....| pine for my carefree days 


nuggets of childhood wrapped in innocence 
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countless unbridled joy bunched to moments 

my mind spins a different yarn 

every time | fondly recall our first date 

where you vowed to love me dearly till last breath 
and your quaint whispers to embrace me in toto 


| want to be more like me.... one more time 


just help me be. 


Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a retired banker. She is 
passionate about poetry and music. Nature remains her 
first love and she is enamoured by its beauty and 
subtleties. She is a regular contributor to anthologies 
published both nationwide and worldwide. Till now, she 
has one published anthology of poems, ‘More Than Mere’ 
to her credit. 
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DO YOU FEEL THE SAME? 
Like the waves 

Eager to be dissolved 

Into the sea of your love 
And to rise again 

As the roaring waves 

To whisper in your ears 

To let me know and inquire 
Whether you feel the same? 
If so, then step in and 


intermingle. 
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Sujata Paul: She is a bilingual poetess belonging to Agartala 
presently. She is a teacher by profession but writing is her 
passion. She has published her solo poetry book 'Whisper 
of My Souls’ and many of her poems and articles have been 
published in different national and__ international 
anthologies. Her second book ‘Sarang', collection of poems 
has been published at International Conference of Multi- 
Disciplinary Research in Kolkata on 2nd March, 2019. 
Besides writing, she likes to travel and listen to music too. 
She wants to help the street orphans too. 
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MEMORABLE: 
THINGS ABOUT. 


CHILDHOOD 2 


MY CHILDHOOD 


Down the memoir lane 
Whensoever | recall my childhood, 
Every time it seems it was 


The best part of my womanhood! 


A house full of glee 
Amidst my lovely parents blessed me. 
Full of happiness, lots of laugh 


Life never seems, so very tough. 
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For little reason with my sister 

| would fight, she would scold me 
Holding my chubby cheeks. 

Who cares wrong or right! 


My childhood was a real delight. 


Everything around me was 

So charming and fine 

Parent’s love seemed always divine, 
Perhaps the feel my pen unable to define! 
Suddenly mom left me all alone 


| was only nine. 


Everyone around me dear and known, 
All at once | felt like 
Unknown, | said my tears, 


A big cheers! 
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Time stopped there 

Like forever. 

Decades gone, 

Life had its down and up 


But still | feel I’m not grown up. 


Spent my life, sometimes with delight, 
Sometimes it seemed a melancholy song. 
Still it seems, no it's not too long. 


To me, my childhood is never forlorn! 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer 
from India. She born and brought up in city Kolkata in a 
family of teachers. She has keen interest in music, poetry 
and drama and she loves every form of fine arts. She has 
done master degree in English Literature and Hons in 
Bengali literature. She is a published poet and her poems 
have been published more than twenty national and 
international anthologies, magazines and blogs. She is the 
founder of an online poetry group and a member of World 
Union Of poets. She is very passionate about poetry and 
she thinks poetry is the best way to express your thought. 
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MANKIND PAUSED FOR A MOMENT 
Mankind paused for a moment 

And Nature reveled. 

Verdant—my garden 

Trees lining my streets 

wave their lush limbs 

Above tall lamp posts 

in throes of rambunctious Wind 
Flirting with leaves and feathers 
Pulling undone my hair 


Tugging my clothes coquettishly. 
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Birds twittering, calling and singing, 
Hop into my garden, nesting, chirping. 
Pregnant clouds shed and shred 
While Sun plays peek-a-boo 

And shines with impish glee 

Behind fleece holding hands 

To race and dance 

Leaving the Sun to steal kisses 
From behind their skirts. 

Earth laughs nourished 

by Sun’s stolen kisses 

Thriving in Clouds’ embrace 
Drenched with joy 


Of Living and Loving 
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Sumita Dutta Shoam: | am a poet and author residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as an editor, designer and publisher. | 
have contributed to various online and print anthologies. | 
have also published a novel. My publishing house, Adisakrit, 
has published a number of both fiction and nonfiction 
books. 
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NUI GALWAY 


AN OYSTER 

An oyster in the blue oval sea 

I’m circling the safe islands in glee 

Multitude aquatic beings swoon over me 

| don’t bother if they are from the river or sea. 


Some predatory sharks are constantly on prowl 
Some whistling whales glide ready for a brawl 
But smiling dolphins never damage or spoil 

My flesh, they are sweet unlike the vultures foul. 


The pretending crocodiles often angrily stare 
Waiting to snatch my body or limbs when bare, 
Still | merrily sail with the waves and swim 

Despite the sea’s hidden dangers, prank and whim. 
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For I’m full of the viscous juice of amity and love 

| can neither croak, nor caw, sting, stab or rob 

Like the dogfish, swordfish or the creepy crab 

| cannot hook or prick, for I’m innocent as the dove. 


Sumitra Mishra: Major Dr. Mrs. Sumitra Mishra is a 
Professor of English who retired as the _ Principal, 
Government Women’s College, Sambalpur, Odisha. She has 
also worked as an Associate N.C.C. Officer in the Girls’ 
Wing. She is a life member of the Odisha Lekhika Sansad 
and the Sub-editor of a magazine titled “Smruti Santwona’”. 
Her poems and short stories in both English and Odia are 
widely published in literary magazines and e-zines. To her 
credit she has twelve published books; four collections of 
poetry in English. She lives in Bhubaneswar with her family. 
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LOVE LURKS IN PLACES 

Romantic love-an avalanche, 

hits, hurtling from himalayan heights 

straight into the heart of a tsunami, 

gasping, flailing, surfacing, content to go under again. 
Captivity stares in the face, too late, sucks you in. 


That’s the passionate, tempestuous type of love! 
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| saw love for the first time as a young medico, my first visit 
to the labour room. A young mother lying back triumphant, 


lulled into sleep, her first born’s cries, a lusty lullaby. 


It was love | felt for my parents, caressed by the tenderness 
of theirs 


as | clutched the consultation fees my first patient paid. 


Love gushed in torrents as | cast eyes on the perfectly 
formed 


beautiful little bodies of my new-borns, latching on to my 
breast. 


Wondrous round eyes, old souls gazed unblinking into mine 


my poems birthed as grandchildren, bonding after many a 
birth. 


An eloquent silence tells me-you’ve done it, your garden 
blooms. 
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Its love when | hold sacred this body lent to me. 
In gratitude it serves me well only when | love myself. 


Love blossoms, | allow it to flourish anywhere everywhere 
here now 


in a starving world, there’s not enough love going around. 


Blessed in abundance, | find love in everything, 
everywhere. 


Many springs ago | scattered seeds along every torturous 
thorny path | tread 


the fragrance regales me spring after spring. 


With so much to harvest, the clock runs too fast. 


| wish it’s hands drop off, the day longer last. 


| don’t need to go anywhere to gaze upon the beauty of 
love 
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Every sunset, | see the sky and earth hugging, kissing at the 
horizon, 


and out of their love making, is born a new dawn. 


Sunil Kaushal: | am a poet-writer residing in Pune, India. | 
am a retired gynecologist now working as a writer having 
contributed to more than 25 National and International 
anthologies. | have published my memoirs recently. Besides 
several other awards over the years, | was awarded the 
Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 2019. | have received 
the the Nissim award for ‘exquisite prose’ from TSL in 2020. 
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WHATSAPP, THE UNIVERSAL SEDUCER 
What will folks do without you? 
decent guys 

sitting in cafes 


chatting with machines 


standing in groups 


yet busy fingering you! 


376 


in a wedding crowd 
or funeral 


or commuting 


even in bed room 
stealthily 


you are everywhere 


how primitive 
we all were 


before you arrived! 


Or, 
how impoverished 


we have become now 


according to some 


wise guys? 
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Sunil Sharma: Sunil Sharma, a writer-freelance-academic 
from Mumbai, India, has published 22 books, solo and joint. 
He edits Setu: http://www.setumag.com/p/setu- 
home.html 


http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in 
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Silence creeps in like a worm 
Inching its way up into my limbs 
Spinning a web of tentacles 


Tightening its clasp 


The room of time, ties me up in shackles 


Forcing darkness down my throat 


Treacles of fever fill my brain 
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Sheets of numbness engulf me 


Drenching me in beads of perspiration 


Ravens perched on trees, cry out 
Owls and nightbirds howl 
Screeching creatures of night abound 


Echoing dirges all around 


Note: The poem is a Roseate Sonnet, a form devised by Dr. Koshy A.V. 
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Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League etc. A few of her Hindi 
poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 
She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum for 
reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond of 
travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from nature. 
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Water color painting by suzette portes san jose 
HIDDEN LIGHT... 
from the light of the silvery moon 
a glowing fairy dust glittering showers 
how it holds the dream of everlasting 


the truth of love that dwells deeper 
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it creates my worlds wonder of passion 
live within the moments of fascination 
a steadfast wish in my hearts delusion 


in corners of mind could be an illusion 


a dream in a dream... in a time day soon 
in a distant spring with blooming flowers 
with bees and butterfly wings fluttering 


to usher hope and joy that forever linger 


with countless fantasy of the silvery night 
beneath every shadow of the hidden light 
i have your image in my vision and sight 


beholding your love... be my guiding light 
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Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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THE POWER OF LOVE 

She has asked herself, hundreds of times 
Why do | love him? 

The dark-eyed man in a foreign country 

She has never met him 

but she knows the melodic sound of his voice 
Never seen and never touched 

but knows his warmth. 


She knows his fragrance - 
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Like a balmy summer day, 


a mild hint of roses in the breeze 


Can feel, can feel! 


Thousands of miles apart 

She is waiting by the shore of seven Seas. 
Moon blushes gently between 

purple clouds, 


painted in night sky 


She stares at the horizon 
Awaiting for a new morning 
The magical power of love, 


is boundless! 
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Svanhild Lévli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in 
Gjgvik, NORWAY. She is an avid photographer and loves to 
draw. She is concerned with nature conservation, women's 
rights and family life. She regularly publishes in GloMag. 
She contributed in "Voice of Aspirants", Poetry Planet, and 
Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. She is admin in Global 
Literary Society. She is member of several poetry groups. 
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YOUR WILFUL ABSENCE 
Your wilful absence in my life, 


Brings stillness to my running clock, 


And, your apathetic response to my proposal 


Mixes extra poison with my life’s hemlock. 


Your disinclination for my eager lips 


Is like colder water to a burning fire. 


And, your indifference to my passionate heart 


Is like extirpator for a burning desire. 
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Yet, your dominant provocation 


Is like the only lighthouse for my ship. 


And any incitement from underwater 


Equips me with a rod out of a dangling whip. 


Are you ready to surrender? 


I’m not ready to suffer more languid grieves. 


I’m restless; so | would find another garden— 


Where greenery is waiting after the fall of the leaves. 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his 
professional needs. However, he prefers to write poems, 
especially sonnets. He wants to be acquainted with the 
universal mind through poetry. 


390 


od 


GloMas” 


275 
ISBN 978-93-87229-53-2 


Ronke 
DOOKS 
putas ila: 


OUT OF THE BLUE 

| don’t know where to start, 
| don’t know what to write 
lam at loss for words, 


For the invite came as a surprise! ! 


GloMag has been publishing, 
My daughter’s poems for two years now, 
And her presence in the prestigious publication, 


Was enough to make me go 'Wow'! 
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And just this day | got the offer 
Of writing for the same. 
Is ita dream that'll evaporate 


The moment | open my eyes? 


Nope! It is an unbelievable fact! 
| can feel someone pinch me, 
Actually, it's the mosquito 


While | am all set to write!! 


But what should | write now? 
My pen is still wondering; 
| need to begin somewhere, 


Can someone give me something? 
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Sa020/10/24 1842- 


Uma Agarwal Bajaj: ‘Suman’ is a Company Secretary by 
qualification but a homemaker by choice. Having been 
married for the last 20 years, she has remained busy with 
her family life. Of late, as recent as 2017, she has 
discovered that her pen too can express her feelings in 
words. Though she can write in both English and Hindi, the 
latter is her preferred language of expression. 
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STILL LIFE 
Wandering in leafless shrubbery... 
Cold winter winds brought clouds so somber, 


rain so penetrating 


Forlorn regions of dreary space, 
that reservoir of frost and snow 
My heart swollen to lameness 


by sharp air, 
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began to heal under the gentler breathings 


of Hope 


The horizon bounded a great pleasure, 
outside the guarded walls of my garden 
Noble summits, 

rich in verdure and shadow 

Blue peaks no longer stiffened in frost 


and shrouded in snow 


A pale gold gleam remains 
in overshadowed spots 
like scatterings 


of the sweetest lustre 


| enjoy this often, 


unwatched and 
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almost alone 


This still life 


Val Smit: VaL Smit is a South African artist and poet based 
in Cape Town. She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork 
created and uses various media in portraying images that 
she feels fitting to deliver the message of the words she 
pens down. She focuses on the inner turmoil experienced 
by our disconnectedness from nature and each other. Her 
work has been published in various online journals 
including GloMag India, The Chachalaca Review, The West 
Review, The Raconteur Review, Literary Garland and 
Valiant Scribe. 
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CHOKED AIR 


Choked atmosphere created by us. Polluted thoughts and 
weather 


All show inhuman character of 
Homo sapiens 

Many of us hardly breathe 

But who cares! 

Life goes on and on.... 

Cycle of this choked environment 


Cycling every year... 
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Blame game of Governments going on and on.. 
But who cares! 

Every November, December comes 

With same situation 

But who cares! 

It’s not one’s duty 

And cold season says bye bye with heavy heart 


It will stop only when humanity will cry for all our 
irresponsibilities 


When the foundation of life will suffer 
Then everyone will care 
Care of our health 


Which is precious and no materialistic power can compete 
with it. 
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Varsha Saran: | am a homemaker living in Meerut, Utter 
Pradesh, India. | did my post-graduation from Ch Charan 
Sing University Meerut. | am a bilingual poetess and story 
writer by passion. My many poems and stories have been 
published in different international anthologies, e-zines, 
magazines, and newspapers. | have won many awards in 
writing. 
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SILENCE 

VASANTHI SWETHA 

Do you remember 

the loudest thunder 
you've heard in your life? 


| don't. 


But | remember 


all the silences 


| have held too close to my chest 
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fearing 

any syllable that escapes my lips 

might sound like the beginning of a war, 
and then you ask - 

why didn't you 


speak up earlier? 


If | did 


what would you have done? 


Believed? 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 


VANDANA KUMAR 

Some days are open books 

Some days we hide behind the inside 
Flap 

Of a hardcover 

You sometimes read our silences 


Some days you don't get a single word 
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Some silences go back to family 
As adolescents we were told 
Don't raise your voice 

You sound brash 


Not demure as you ought to be 


And then we let them have their wicked way 


The ungentlemanly things they did 


We had to behave like ladies...anyway 
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Vandana Kumar: | am a poet residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as French teacher and translator. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. Few of my poems were recently 
published in ‘Spillwords’ and ‘North of Oxford’. 


ANURAG MATHUR 

And those silences turn, 

Into rolls of thunder and wait 
For a torrent of driving words, 


Seeking a release in that rain 
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Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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HEARTY THIEVING 
She seized that moment when a distraction 
Caused him to look away— 


That brief moment when she thought he’d let his guard 
down— 


To surreptitiously steal his heart 
Which she had been secretly yearning to possess. 


Having thieved it, she took it to her chest to place it beside 
hers, 


So they would, his and hers, pulsate together in her being, 


As one, the rhythmic notes of love. 
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But there seemed to be something not quite right 


And instead of ecstasy, it was dubiety she felt. 


As her furtively rapturous eyes gasped with confusion, 
He turned to face her, and smiled, 

As if to tell her he knew what she had done, 

And in that instant, she knew too what he had done, 
For, when she had placed his heart in her chest, 

It was not beside hers but where hers had been 


A few moments before. 


Oh, that unaware moment when she had been oblivious 


To all sensation except the irresistible warmth of his 
nearness! 


Much as they had tried to resist, 

Their faces eventually encountered; their eyes locked. 
He had kept her arrested with his mesmerising gaze, 
Her instincts imprisoned, she knew not 


When he had stealthily snitched her heart! 
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This enlightenment led to shy smiles, and then to much 
laughter 


Over which they agreed that it would be better 
If they spent their lifetime together 
So that they could heartily give, not take so covertly 


The love they so cherished from the other. 


Vidya Shankar: | am a widely published Indian poet, writer, 
English teacher, a “book” in the Human Library, and an 
editor with Kavya-Adisakrit (an imprint of Adisakrit 
Publishing House). The author of two poetry books, The 
Flautist of Brindaranyam (in collaboration with my 
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photographer husband, Shankar Ramakrishnan), and The 
Rise of Yogamaya, | have received several literary awards 
and recognitions. | find meaning to my life through yoga 
and mandalas. 
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VENICE 
Something about you always brought me back: 
Was it the way you unwisely thought aloud 


Even while you smiled and stepped on someone's toes? 


Maybe, it was your laughter that once scattered 


The pigeons that gathered at St. Mark's Square - - 


Or the persistence of your photographer’s eyes 
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Clicking memories as the gondolier sang us to 
Our clichéd kiss under the Bridge of Sighs? 


We shuffled a deck of cards and cut 


Back at Hotel Bloom, but outside our window 
Thunder chased lightning across the Rialto: 


In a postcard city with history 


Written all over it, and with tired, narrow lanes 


Where one could get easily lost 


| found you. 
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| was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the Year’ in 
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FOR YOURSELF 

Do you know what loneliness is? 
The kind that slices your innards 
Into ribbons, into shreds 

When you feel that you have 
Become invisible 

And no one cares 

Whether you are alive or dead. 
Walking off a cliff is not the answer 
The world will go on 


Only your dear ones will miss you 
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They who might not have 

Noticed your tears or broken heart 

Or who laughed hoping to cheer you up 
Dumb in their love, trusting 

So you have to stay 

For them 

But above all for yourself 

Remember each moment is transitory 
Like the last one that went by 

Each sadness, each sorrow 

May etch a mark on your heart 

So does happiness 

Yet you allow the dark to overwhelm you. 
Do not. 

For you are precious 

And in life some days will be light 

And some days full of darkness 


Your duty is to move on 
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To survive 
Each moment is just that. 


Gone in the blink of an eye. 


Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as Assistant State Tax 
Officer in the State GST Department. She has been 
translating for the Kerala Sahitya Academy since 2014 and 
has also contributed articles for the Malayalam Literary 
Survey, a quarterly brought out by the academy. She has 
published poems and short stories in various anthologies. 
She is co-editor of two anthologies. Her debut poetry 
collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ was published in 
August 2017 which is available on Amazon. 
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RATTLE OF DEATH 


There was an eerie silence around me. | could see my 
father’s lips moving but nothing was falling into my ears. | 
saw my mother sobbing and my sisters grabbing her arms 
in terror. Then | heard the sound but it was the footsteps 
climbing down the stairs. Afterwards, | heard a bang on the 
door as if someone was banging my chest. It was so close, 
so near me. And then another bang! And it threw my heart 
up to my throat. Something stopped within me and a shiver 
went up my spine. My mouth was open waiting to catch a 
breath. | think fear of dying is worse than death. The wait of 
it has something chilly which death might not have. Was 
this also the rattle of death! | felt like | was numb and all 
the blood in my body had drained, nothing was moving 
within me. | felt like | was witnessing it but was not there. | 


416 


tried to force myself to imagine that it was a nightmare and 
only | had no power to come out of it. Then | heard the 
latch being broken and the terrible clinking sound of nut 
bolts falling on the floor, breaking that eerie silence. Next 
moment | felt a hand grabbing me by my shoulder and 
pulling me away from my mother who was shouting, 
swearing and begging to leave me. | walked as if | was 
possessed. | put up no resistance like an old man tamed by 
death. 


Vivek Nath Mishra: My short stories have been published 
in many literary journals and newspapers. My first book is 
Birdsongs of Love and Despair. Some of my stories are 
forthcoming in Indian Literature by Sahitya Akademi and 
Punch magazine and Adelaide literary magazine. 
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THE POET AND THE CRITICS 

The readers read a poem in no time 
The poet has nights of insomnia 

Hours of brainstorming put behind 

To come up with a piece of brainchild 
Then when a feeling of incompleteness 
Comes over and overwhelms him in full 
He begins all over from scratch 
Produces a better version of the same 
But all his effort seems to end in ashes 


As the futile armchair critics dub it no poem 
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The poet runs the gauntlet for days on end 
Before a blooming talent is nipped in the bud 
And he retires to seclusion 


Replaced by one with no poetry inside. 
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